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To Her Grxacs the 


Dutcheſs of Montagne. 


C * 


— ls Tragedy, which 1 
do my ſelf the Honour to 
dedicate to Your Gzxace, 
is formed upon an Origi- 
nal, which paſſes for the 
' moſt finiſhed Piece in. this kind of 

on Writing, that has ever been produced 
in the French Language. The prin- 

_ cipal Action and main Diſtreſs of the 

7 "Play. is of ſuch a Nature, as ſeems 


E | — 4 9 more 


. % 
v. 


DEDICATION... 


| more immediately to claim the Patro- 
nage of a Lady: And, when ] confi- 
der the great and ſhining Characters 
| . of Antiquity, that are celebrated in it, 
| Tam naturally directed to inſcribe it 
to a Perſon, whoſe llluſtrious Father 
has, by a long Series of glorious Acti- 
ons, (for the Service of his Country 
and in Defence of the Liberties of 
Europe) not only ſurpaſſed the Gene- 
nerals of his own Time, but equalled 
the greateſt Heroes, of former Ages. 

The Name of Hector could. not he 


of the Duke of Marlborough 
to the French. 0 

The refined Taſte, Lou are known 

to have in all Entertainments for the 

Diverſion of the Publick, and the pe- 

_culiar Life and Ornament Your Pre- 

4 ſence gives to all Aſſemblies, was no 


FIR 


_ ſmall Motive to determine me in the 
Choice 


* 7 4 ”# 
wWw ,.,NH.” 544 &C - 


more terrible to the Greeks, thanthac | 


Choice of my Patroneſs. "The 
that ſhine out in the Perſon of Your 
Grace, may convince every one, that 
there is nothing unnatural in the Pow- 
er, which is aſcribed to the Beauty of 


Andromache. 
The ſtrict Regard I have had to De- 


cency and good Manners throughout 
this Work is the greateſt Merit I pre- 


tend to plead in Favour of my Pre- 
ſumption; and is, I am ſenſible, the 


only Argument, that can recommend 


it molt effeRually to Your Protection. 
tam INE hee een Warn 


NM. A 4 My 
T7 our Gract s moſt Humble 
and 125 Obedient r Servants N 


The. 2. R. E 7 5 CE. 
N all the. e of Genius and 1 whether 
in Verſe or Proſe, there in ad Ima ind 
ners of Style; the one ſublime and Yull of Majeſty ; 
;th other — 4 natural, and eaſie; and the third. 
*Iwelling, forced, and unnatural, An injudicious Af- 
fectation of Sublimity is what has betrayed a great ma- 
ny Authars into the latter; not conſidering 8 
Hess in Writing, as well as in Manners, in an un- 
affected Simplicity. The true Sublime does nat lie in 
ſtrained Metaphors and the Pomp of Words; but riſes out 


— of noble Sentiments and ſtrong Images of Nature; which 


will always appear the more 49 — when the Lan- 
does not ſwell to hide and over ſhadow them. 
.. . Theſe are the Conſiderations, that have induced me to 
-write this uy in a Style very different from what has 
been uſually practiſed amongſt us in Poems of this Na- 
ture. I — had the Advantage to Copy after a ver 
great Maſter, whoſe Writings are deſervedly admired. 

all Parts of Espe, and whoie Excellencies are too; well 
know to the Men of Letters in this Nation, to ſtand in 
need of any farther Diſcovery of them here. If I have 
been able to _ to the Beauties ot Monſicut Racine 
in my Attempt, to do him no Prejudice | in the * 
berties I have taken frequently to from ſo 
Poet, I ſhall: have no Reaſon to be diſſatisfied with de La- 
bour Ar- coſt me to bring ANNIE of his Works 
U Englith Stage. 

T trouble my Reader no forther, than to him 
ſome ſhort Hints relating to this Play from the Preface of 
- the French Author. The tollowing Lines of Virgil mark 
ar this Tragedy the Action, and the four principal Actors 

together with their diſtinct Characters; 
- exceptin t . Hermione, whoſc and J ealouſie is 
ſufficient y painted out in the u 
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Th: PREFACE. 


Sollemnes tum ſerid dabei, i dona \ 6 C? 
- Libabat cigtri Andromache, Maneſque 1 22 
Hectoreum ad tumulum, viridi quem ce ſpite this 
Et geminas, cauſam lachrymis, ſacrat erat Ara. 
2 etit Uultum, & demniſ3 voce locuta eſt: 4 
elix una ante alias N Virgo, 


.- — 


Nec vidtorts beri tetigit captiva cubile. 
Nos Patria — diver (a per à jura 8 1 8 
Sti Achilles f Ms, Tuvenemque ſu 
— qi prayed | 
Ledeam Hermioaem, Lacede10nio/que hymengos —— 
illum erepte magno inflammatus amore 
Conjugis,' & ſcelerum forits agizatus, Oreſtes .. 
Excipit incautum e ITuncat ad Aras. 
Ving. Ka. lib. 3. 
The great Concern of Ame, in the Gyeel Poet, 
is for the Life of Moloſſns, a Son ſhe had by P,rrbus, But 
it is more conformable to the general Notion we form of 
that Princeſs, at this great Diſtance of Time, to repreſent 
her as the Diſeonſolate Widow of Hefor, and to ſuppoſe | 
her the Mother only of Aſhauar. Conſidered in this 
Light, no doubt, ſhe moves our Compaſſion much more 
ectually, than ſhe could be imagined to do in any Diſtreſs 
for v Son by a Second He bead | 
In Order to about this beautiful Incident, fo ne- 
ceſſary to heighten in Audramache the Character of a ten- 
der Mother, an Afſectiona:e Wife, and a Widow full of 
Veneration for the Memory of herdeceaſed Husband; the 
Life of anax is indeed a little prolonged beyond the 
Term to it by the general Conſent of the Ancient 
Authors. But ſo long as there is ay improbable in 
the Suppoſition, a par age Critick will always be pleaſed, 
when he finds a Matter ot Fact (eſpecially ſo far removed 
into the dark and fabulous Ages) Pied for the Embe!- 
liſhment of a whole Poem. 
As p RO. 


” Written * Mr. STEELE. 


Spoken by My. WILKS. 


INCE Fancy of it ſelf is bes e | 
The Wiſe by Rules that airy Power reſtrain 
They think thoſe Writers mad, who at their Eaſe 
Convey this Houſe and Audience where they pleaſe 
Who Nature's ſtated Diſtances confound, _ 
Ard make. this I all Soils the Sun goes round: 
1. nothing, when a fancy d Scenes in view, 

25 skip from Covent-Garden to Peru. 

But Skakeſpear's ſelf tran{greſ'd; and ſhall each Elf, 
Each Pigmy Genius, quote Great Shakeſpear's ſelf ! 
Wat Critick dares preſcribe what's juſt and fit, 

Or mark out Limits for fuch boundleſs Wit! _ 
Shakeſpear could trauel thro' Earib, Sea and Air, 
And paint out all the Powers and Wonders there. 
And gives us Feaſts" in his Enchanted Iſle.” 
Our Author does his feeble Force confeſs, 
Nor dave: pretond ſuch Merit to tranſgreſs;, 
Does nos ſuch ſhining Gifs of Gaus ſpare, 
Tour Treas with fudy 8 Dee he fen, r 
tas ably Raves of An and FA prefers, NE i 


* 


4 


PROLOGUE. 


But ſtrixes to keep his Character inte, 
ith French Oele and with Britin M.., 
This Piece preſented in a Foreign Tongue, 
When France was Glorious, and het Monarch young, 
A hundred times a crowded Audience drew ; 
A hundred times repeated, fall 'twas new. 
Pyrrhas provet'd, 10 no wild Raney beryay d, 
Reſents bis generous Love ſo ill repay d; | 
Does like a Man reſent, a Prince wpbraid.. 


His Sentiment, diſcloſs'# Royal ln, „e 


Nor is he known A King Wann. 

Injur'd Hermione demands Relief; \ 9m 
But not from heavy Narratives of Grief: y 
In conſcious Majeſty ber Pride is ſhewn'; 


e but not bemoan. 
Andromache IF in our Author's Lines, © 
As in the great Original, ſhe ſhines, 
Nothing but from Barbarity ſhe fears. 
Attend with Silence; you'll applaud with Trams. 
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; oi Sno pan nl = — 
„ ſeparated from 
him in a Storm, driven on the Coaſts ot ( Mr. Milt nod 
Epirus, and detaineꝗ * *. | 
in the Court of Zyrchus, | dene k 
WOMEN. 


Ardromache, Heltor's Widow, Captive to 1. % 
pf and Mother to dſhanas. S Mis. Olde 
c., Confidante to dumb. Mrs, Knigh 
ng ; Daughter to Menelaws and Helo 
ewothed to Pyrybas Mrs, Porrer, 
d, Confitante wo" Finnie.” Mrs, Ca. 


The R CENE þ « greas Hall is the Court of Pyr- 
| thus 4 r the Capital . of Epirus. 
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Ene, Oreſtes and Pylades. 
ORESTES. 


Pylades! Wiar's Life without 2 Fend 
RNS At Sight of thee my gloomy Soulclears up; 
& My n 
within me. * 
EDIRC Afrer an Abſence of 6x tedious Moons, - 
How could I hope to find my Pylades, 
My Joy, my Comfort! on this fatal Shore ?: 
Even in the Court of Pyrojus? in theſe Realms, . _ _- 
Theſe hated Realms, ſo croſs to all my Wiſhes, © 
Oh, my brave Friend! may no bliad Stroke of. Fate 
Divide us more, and tear me from my ſelf. - 
21 O Prince! O, my Oreſies? O my Friend!- 


* 


. * 
v7 "> 


Thus 


2 The DisrzesrT Morus: 


Thus let me ſpeak the Welcome of my Hear, [ Embracing, 
_ Since I have gain'd-this unexpected 
Bleſt be the Powers, who barr'd my Way to Greece, | 
And kept me here! cer fince thiunhappy Dey, | f 
When warring Winds (Fus full in vie)) 

Sunder d our Barks on the loud, tormy Main. £ 
Oreſt. It was, indeed, a Morning full of Horror! 
Pyl. A Thouſand boading I twve rack d my Soul 

In your behalf. Often, with I mourn'd 

The fatal Ills, in which your Liter involr'd; 7 


And grudg?d you Dangers, which I could pot ſhare. 
I fear d, to what Extreams the black Deſpair, 
That prey d upon your Mind, might have betray'd you; 
And leſt the Gods, in Pity to your Woes, 
Should hear yoπ⁰ Pray rs, and take the Life you loath d. 
But now with Joy I ſee you! —— The Retinue T 
And numerous Followers, that ſurround you bere, 
— Ws 6 CORE CeY 
 - To reliſh Life. | 
| Oreſt: Alas! my Friend, whe knows - Es 
lf \ The Deſtiny, to which I ſtand reſerv'd! | 
4 I come in fearch/of an inhuman Fair; 
| — — 16.0 regrets; Greet * . 
cur\ 

of your unpity'd, — Nn 
Why, in Epirus, ſhou'd you hope to find 
Hermione leſs cruel, than at Sparta? | 

I thought her Pride, and the diſdainful manner, 
In which ſhe treated a your conſtant Suff rings, 
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The DisraEsT Morex 3 
Had broke your Fettets; and aſſur d your Freedam : 
Aſham'd of your Repulſe, and lighted Vows, | 

You hated her; you talk d of her no more. 

Prince, you deceiv'd me. 

Oreſt. I deceiv'd my ſelf. N 
Do not upbraid th' Unhappy Man, that loves then. 
Thou know*ſt, I never hid my Paſſion from thee: 

Thou ſaw'ft it in its Birth, and: in its Progreſs. 

And vrhen at laſt the hoary King, ber Father, 

Great Menol au, gave away his Daughter, | 

His lovely Daughter, to this happy rh 
Th' Avenger of his Wrongs; thou faw'lt my Grief, 

My Torture, my Deſpair; and how I dregg d. 
From Sea to Sea, a heavy Chain of Woes ö 
O, Pylades! my Heart has bled within me, 

To ſee thee; preſt with Sorrows not thy on, 

Still wandring with me, like a baniſh'd Man; 

Watchful, and anxious for thy wretched Friend, 

To temper the wild 8 oY Mind, 

And fave me from my ſelf. . 355 


Pyl. Why thus unkind? Rt 514275 dus N. 
Why will you envy — TY 
Of generous Love and- {ympathizing Friendſhip? + 

Oreſt, Thou Miracle of Truth! But hear me on, 
—_ in the midſt 9 

I thought, how the Divine Hermione, ' ? 
Deaf to my Veureyragindlelaief my Pltnts, | ys 
Gave up herſelf, in all her Charms, to Dyrbar; ＋ | 

3 


Thou may'ſt remember, I abliorr'd her Name, 
Strove tos forget her, * Seorn. 


4 The: Da sf Moth En, 


1 wade my Friends” and even my ſelf, believe e 
My Soul was freed” Als I did not fee,” 
That all the Malice of my Heart was Love. 
Triumph eng thus, and yet a Caprive Kill, © 

In Greece I landed: And in Greece I found © 
The aſſembled Princes a!}-alarm'd with Fears, 

In whieh their common Safety ſeem'd concern d. 
1 join'd them: For J hoped that War and Glory 
Might 5 arp Min4; dng-take up-all ay Thoughts; 
And, that my ſhatter'd Soul, impair d with Grief, 
. 

And ev'ry idle Paſſion quit my Breaſt. 

Pyl. The Thought was worthy Ake Son. | 

 Oreft. But ſee the.ſtrange Perverlencis of my Stats, 
Which throws me on the Rock I ſtrove to hun! 
The jealous Chiefs, and all the States of Greece, 

With one united Voice, complain of Pyrebus;/ 
That now, forgetful of the Promiſe given, : 
And mindleſs of his Godlike Father's Fate, $07 
Aſyanaz be nurſes in his Conn 
Aſtyanax, the Young, ſurviving! Hope 
Of ruin d Ney; Au, delcended: + h N 
on From a hen Barak Kingay arms ten 3 0 
yl. A Name ftill dreadful in the Ears of Greece ! 

But, Prince, you'd ceaſe to wonder, wn 7A INI 

Lives thus protected in the Court of Pyrrbus, 

When you ſhall hear, the bright Adam b,, 
His lovely Captive, charms him from — er 
The Mother's Beauty guards the helpleſs Son. T 
Ora. Your Tae confirms what | haye heardz nee 
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spring all my Hopes. e ee 
Another Partner to his Throne and Bed, ov 2 


Hemione may til} be mine. Her Father, 
The injur'd Menelaus; thifiks already e 
His Daughter lighted; and th intended Noptials | 
Too long delay d. I heard his loud Complaints - 
With ſecret Pleaſure; and was glad to find | 
Th' ungrateful Maid neglected in her Turn, 
And all my Wrongs avenged in her Diſgrace, 

Þyl. Arte g 5m. — — — 

Oreſt. Reſentments? Oh try Friend, too ſoon I found 
e eee rie 
I practiſe en my ſelf ; and fondly plot nao) ih 
My own Undoing. — by-Loms. arten 
I canvaſi d all the Suffrages of Great q ly 1. ? 
And here 1 come their {worn Ambaſſador, - "_ 


To ſpeak nhgir Jeglentiny mad-clins this-Boy: « 7 


Pyl. , val rom your Fan with Scam. 
Full of Achilles, his redoubted Sire, 7 
Pyrrhus is proud, impetuous, headftrong, fierce; 0 
Made up of Paſſions: Will he then be ſway dj. 
And give to Death the Son ot her he loves? 


The Dtsrarsr Nad with. 2 


0 14 


* 


- Oreſt. Oh, would he render up Fler mange. 


And keep Afyanex;'1 ſhould be blefl! | |. +», + 
He muſt; he ſhall; Hermione. is my Life | . 
My Soul, my Rapture! — Lil uo longer curb; - ILY 
The ſtrong Deſire, * bunte me ta ef- 475 ff 
I'll give a Looſe to Love; II bear her hence; 

Ill rcar her from his Arms, Fl — O, A 
Tink ag pps or i.e delays ; S . 


1 * But 


r 


»6 Te DTR ESET Morus. 

But, tell me Huderg how ſtand my Hopes? 

Is Pyrrius ſtill enamour d with her Charms? 
Or do'ſt thou think; hel yield me up the Priae, 
The dear, dear Prize, which' he'has-ravidhd from me! 

Pyl. I dare not Batter your fond Hopes ſo far: 

The King, e cet to the Sacre er r 
Turns all his Paſſion to Andromache, © 
Hectors affli ed Widow. Biehowain, 
With inter woxen Love and'Rapes he ſues 
The charming” Cuprive, | — here 1 

Oft he alarms her for her Child, confiuU, 

Apart; and, when her Tes begin to flow, 

As ſoon he ſtops them. vad recalls his" Threats, | 

| Hermione a thouſand times bas ſeen 2 v0 
His ill-requited Vows return to der;; 

And takes his r Dane, 2005 1 21>! 
What can be gather'd'froin u Mam f6'yvations? 
He may, in the Diſordet of Nit S, 
Wed her, he hates; and'punih er. 'he lover. 

Oreſt. But, tell me, . f * 

Brooks her flaw Nuptiede, and dr heneu Charms? 

Fyl. Hermione would fain be kb to fcorn 
Her wavering Lover, and diſdain bis FalfNood; TOE | 
But, ſpight of all her Pride, and Conſctebs Beauty:; 
She mourns in Secret her riegle@ted Charms; 8 OD 25 
And oft has made me privy to her Tears: 123 
Still threatens to be gone; yet RP the fas} + 
And ſometimes fighs, and wiſhes for Orefter: 

Oreſt. Ah, eee ee Fred, 


. ties within. 


ue. Fyl. 


The Dis TNS — 7 


Pyl. Hear! — The King approaches 27 4aIvt 
To give you Audience. Speak your Embaily ' (': 
a Without Reſerve ; Urge the Demands of Gn 
1 And ja the Name of all her Kings require, R 
That Hedoy's Son be given into your Hands. 1 
Pyrrhus, inſtead of granting what they ask, : 75 
To ſpeed his Love, and win the Tra Dame. 
Will make iz Merit nN n 
But, ſee; he comes! a 5 
Oreſt. Mean while, my Pylades, > | 
Go, and diſpoſe Hermione to ſee 1.1 41 T 
Her Lover, who is come thus far, meds: 
Himſelf in all his Sorrows at her Feet. By 


* Onde kynbes 4 Pest. "lt din 0 
Ray Oreſt. Before I\ſpeele the Menge ef the Gros, " | 
Permit me, Sir, to glory in the Title 
Of their Ambaſſador ; fince I behold 
© Troy's Vanquiſher, and Great Achille?" Son. 
bo / Nor does th Bom i hare ack s Path 
IF It Hector fell by him, Ney fell by yo * 
© But, what your Father never would have done, 
You do. mee — 
And, by an ill- timed Pity, keep alive e 
end, WI The dying Etubers of a Ton-years War. 
thin. a Cade man ads. luna 
Fyl. 


* 


| 1 + rt — 
8 The DisraESFT Morus. 
The Greets remember bis high · brandiqd Sword, - 
That fill'd their States with Widows and with Orphans; 
For which they call for Vengeance on his Son. 
Who knows what be may one Day prove? Who'know: 
But he may. brave us in our Ports; and, fill! d 
With Hedor's. Fury, ſet our Fleets on blaze? 
You may, your ſelf, live to repent your Mercy. 
Comply, then, with the Grecians juſt Demands: 
Satiate their Vengeance, and preſerve your ſelf. 
i The Greeks are for my Safety more concern'd 
Than I deſire. I thought your Kings were met 
On more Important Councils. When 1 heard 
The Name of their Ambaſſador, I hoped - | 
- Some glorious Enterprize was taking Birth. 
Agamennon's Son dilpatch'd for this? 
id do the Grecian Chiefs, renown'd in War, 
A Race of Heroes, join in cloſe Debate, 
To plot an Infant's Death? What Right has Greece 
To ask his Life? Muſt I, muſt I alone, 
Of all her ſcepter d Warriors, be deny e 
To treat my Captive as I pleaſe? Know, Prince, - 
When Trey lay ſmoking on the Ground, and cach 
Proud Victor ſhared the Haryeſt of the War; 
Andromache and this her Son were mine; 
Were mine by Lot; And who,ſhall wreſt chem from me 
_ Ulyſſes bore away old Priam's Queen: 
Caſſandra was your own. great Father's Prize: 
Did I concern my ſelf in what they won? 
Did I ſend Embaſſies cbm. their — Tt 


— * L 
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The Dis rRx IST Morura. 


Troy may again revive, and a new Hedlr TY. 
Riſe in Aſtyanax. Then think beti me 9 
Pyr. Let daſtard Souls be timorouſly wiſe: 
But tell them, Pyrrhus knows not how — 
Far- fancy'd Ills, and Dangers out of ſight. 
Oreſi. Sir, call to mind the unrivalld Strength of Troy; 
Her Walls, her Bulwarks, and her Gates of Braſs; 
Her Kings, her Heroes, and embattePd Armies! 
Fr. I call them all to Mind; and ſee them all 
Confus d in Duſt; all mixt in one wide Ruin; | 
All but a Child, and he in Bondage held. 


What Vengeance can we fear from ſuch a Troy? | 
If they have ſworn to extinguiſh Hefor's Race, 
Why was their Vow for twelve long Months deferr'd? 
Why was he not in Friams Boſom ſhin? - | 

He ſhould have fallen among the ſlaughter d Heaps, 
Whelm'd under Troy.” His Death had then been juſt, 
When Age and Infancy, alike in vain, x 

Pleaded their Weakneſs; when the heat of Conqueſt, 

And Horrours of the Sight, rouz d all our Rage, 

And blindly hurry'd us through Scenes of Death. 

My Fury then was without Bounds: r Ts 
My Wrath appeas'd, muſt I be.cruel lill?. ?: 
And, deaf to all the tender Calls of Pity, Nd lit or 874 
Like a cool Murderer, bath my Hands in Blood? 1 ! 
An Infant's Blood? — No, Prince—Go, bid the Greeks | 
Mark out ſome other Victim; my Revenge y 4 
Has had its Fill, What has eſcaped from Troy 
Shall not be ſaved to periſh in Epirus. 
Ora. I peed not tell you, Sir, Aſfyanax 

Was doom'd to Death in Tray; nor mention how 


The 


"nk 


— 
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10 TheDiyrxesrt MoTht:;. 
The crafty Mother fayed her darling Son. 
The Greeks de now but urge their former sentence: 
Nor is't the Bey, but Hey they purſue; 
The Father draws their Vengeance on the Son: 
The Father, who fo oft in Gyecian Blood 
Has drench'd his Sword: The Father, whom the Greeks 
May ſeek even here. — Preyent them, Sir, in time. 
Hr. No! Let them come; fince'T was born to wage 
Eternal Wars. Let them no turn their Arms 
On him, who conquer'd for them: ter them come, 
And in Epirus ſeek another Bey. 
"Twas thus they tecompens'd my God-like Sire; 
Thus was Achilles thank d: But, Prince, remember, 
Their black Ingratitude then coſt them der. 
Oreſt. Shall Greer then find a Rebel Son in Fyrrbus: 
Pyr. ee 
Oreſ. Hamme will ſway your Soul to Peace, | 
And mediate twixt her Father and your ſelf: 
Her Beauty will enforce my Embaſſie, 
Pyr. Hermione may have her Charms; and I 
May love her ftill, tho? not her Father's Slave. 
I may in time give Proofs, that I am a Lover; 
But never muſt forget, that T am x Ring, 
Mean while, . bs Nth 
I know how near in Blood you Rand ul. 
That done, you have my Anſwer, Prince, The Greoks 
nnn 2 
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Pyrrhus and Pheenix. 1 4 
Phœn. Sir, do you nd your Rint the Price? di 
ge Fyr. I am told, ene e Je eg fA 26. 
, Pheen. If ſo, * 7 07 OY cnest 2% p 1:2 
Hive you wor caſe t0 fear the Enorkerd Flat || whats. >» 
May kindle at her Sight, and blaze anew? . 7 1T 
And ſhe be wrought to liſten to his Paſſion? | 
Pyr. Ab, 8 let tbem lore their il! 
; Together let chern ſail for Spte⸗ AY my — 1 
b Axe open to them both. From what Canſtraint, 
What irkſome ——— nnn 
Phœn. But, — us 5 
Hr. I ſhall another time, bed Phenix, | 


Unboſem to thee all my ä — 


Andromache appears. * G4 
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Py. May 1, M {451th | « nid of 
Flatter my Hopes ſo far, as {6 belleve we mwiailitymyuam 11 
ou come ta fer n rr 
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Andy. This way, Sir, leads 
To thoſe Apartments, where you guard my Son, 
Since you permit me, once'a Day, to vit 
All I have left of Hector, and of Ty; 

I go to weep a few ſad Moments with him. . 
I have not yet, to Day, embraced-my Child; | 
I have not held him in my. widow'd Arm. 

Fr. Ah, Madam! fhould the Threats of Greece prevail 
You'll have Occaſion for your Tears, indeed! 

Andr. rer 
There are no Trojans let! 

Pyr. Their Hate to Hader 
Can never die: The: Terour of his Name the 144k 
Still ſhakes their Souls; and makes them dread his Son. 
To fear an -· Infant; a poor, friendleſs Child} /- _- 
Who ſmiles in Bondage; nor yet knows himſelf 
The Son of Hector, and the Slave of Purhas. 

yr. Weak as he i, the Gro: demand hs Lite. 
And ſend no leſs than Agamemmam Son, .. FE 
To fetch him hence, Ge Ki fee 

Andr. And, Sir, do you comply | 
With fuch Demands !—— This Blow is aim d at me: 
But, cruel Men! they will not have him live 
To chear my heavy Heart, Ry Peaks, 

I promis d to my ſelf in him a Sunn, 
In him a Friend, a Husband, and a Fathere _ by 
| Ihe 1 mnt eee temas, 01 1 
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Pyr. Dry up thoſe Tears: I muſt nat ſee you weep: 
And know, I have rejected their Demands. | 
The Greeks already threaten me with War: 


But, ſhould they arm, as once they did for El, 
And hide the Adriatick with their Fleet 1 


Should they prepare a ſecond ten- Vears Siege. 
And lay my Towers and-Palaces in Duſt; 
I am determin'd to defend your Son; 
And rather die my ſelf, than give him up. 

But, Madam, in the midſt of all theſe Dangers, 

Will you refuſe me a propitious Smile? — 
Hated of Greece, and preſt on every ſide, 
Let me not, Madam, while I fight your, Cauſe, 
Let me not combat with your Cruclties; s 
And count Andromache amongſt my Foes. | 
Andy. Conſider, Sr, how this will ſound in Gre! 
How can ſo great a Soul betray ſuch Weakneſs? | 
Let not Men fay, ſo generous a Deſign 

Was but the Tranſport of a Heart in Love. 

Pyr. Your Charms . 
Audr. How can Andromache, a Captive Queen, | 
Oer- whelm'd with Grief, a Burden to her ſelf. 
Harbour a Thought of Love? Alas! what Charms 
Have theſe unhappy-Eyes, by you condemn'd _ 

To weep for ever? Talk of it no more. 

To reverence. the Misfortunes of a Foe; 

To ſuccour the Diſtreſt;, to give the Sen 

To an afflicted Mother; to repel/ 
Confederare Nations, leagued agaiaſt his Life; 
Vabribed * Love, — * 3 
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Thbeſe are Exploits worthy Achilles? Son, 


———— ͤ POOR 
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1% The Disraesr Moruzx. 
To pity, to protect him: Theſe are Cares, 


Pyr. Will your Reſenitments, then, endure for ever! 
Muſt Pyrrbus never be forgiven? —— *Tis true, | 
My Sword has often reek'd in Phrygian Blood, 

And carry'& Havock through your Royal Kindred: 
But you, fair Princeſs, amply have avenged 

Old Priam's vanquiſh'd Houſe: And all the Woes, 

] brought on them, fall ſhort of what I ſuffer. 

We both have-ſuffer'd in our Turns: And now 

Our common Foes ſnould teach us to unite. 

Andr. Where does the Captive not behold a Foe? 

Pyr. Forget that Term of Hatred; and behoid 
A Friend in Pyr Give me but to hope, 

Tl free your Son; II be a Father to him: 
Myfelf-will teach kim to avenge the Trojans. 

TI! go in Berſon to chaſtiſe the Greeks, _ 

Both for your Wrongs and mine. Inſpired by you, 
What would I not atchieve? Again ſhall Troy 

Riſe from its Aſhes: This ITS Arm ſhall fix 

Her Seat of Empire; and your Son ſhall reign, . 

Andr. Such Deams of 9 ſuit not my Condition 
His hopes of Empire periſh'd with his Father, 
No; thou imperial City, ancient Troy, 

Thou Pride of 5 founded by the Gods; 
Never, oh never! muſt we hope to fer” 
| Thoſe Bulwarks riſe, which He could not guard 
Sir, all I wiſh for, is ſome quiet Exile; 1 
Where far from Greece remo d, and for from you, - 
I may . 

22 
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| Your Love creates me Envy. Oh, return! 
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Ws Return to your betroth'd Herman e. * | 1 


Pyr. Why do you mock me thut? you kiiow, — 
You know my Heart is yours: My Saul hangs on you: 
You take up every Wiſh: My waking Thoughts, 


And nightly Dreams are all employ'd on you. 


"Tis true, Hermione was ſent to ſhare 
My Throne and Bed; and would with 7 t 
The Vows, which you negle@t, — 
Andr. She has no Troy, * 
No Hector to lament: She tas not loft 
A Husband by your Conqueſts : Such a-Husband! 
(Tormenting Thought!) whoſe Death alone has made 
Your Sire immortal:  Pyybus and Achilles = 
Are both grown great by my Calamities. 
Pyr. Madam, . watt is very well! I And, 
Your Will muſt he obey d: Imperlous Ciptive, L 
It ſhall, Henceforth 1 blot you from my Mind: 
You teach me to forget your Churms; to — 


For, know, inhuman Bezuty, I Rave lock n 


Too well to treat you with Indifference, 


I Think well upon it: My diforder's '$oot” e 


1 


Urte Son ſhall anſwer for the Mother's Scorg, 


Wavers between th Extreams of Love and Rage. 
I're been too tame! I will awake to Vengeance! 


he Greeks demand Him: Nor win 1 
y Realms, to pleuſire an ungrateful Woman. 
Audi. Then he muſt die! alas, my Son muſt die! 
e has no Friend, no Succdur left, beſide ; 
Mother's Tears, and his own Innocence, 


os ot . | es Pyr. 
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Pyy. Go, Madam; viſit this unhappy. Son. 
The Sight of him may bend your flubborn Heart; | 
And turn to Softneſs your unjuſt Diſdain. Ping” 
I ſhall once more expect your An ſwer. Go; 
And think, while you embrace the Captive Boy, 


SCENE. v. e 


eee eee 


Andr. Hh Cid he at 2 

Weep o'er my Child —— If be muſt dye, . 4 . 
Is wrapt in his; I ſhall not long ſurvive. 
Tis for his fake, that I have ſuffer d Life; aka 
Groan'd in Captivity; and out-liv'd Helter. _ 
Yes, my Aftyanax; we'll go together? 
Y to the Realms of Night we'll go! 
There to thy raviſh'd Eyes thy Sire III how, 


ACT 1 SCENE t 


Hermione and Cleone: | 


"HERMIONE. 


© eee chit en Rae, 

5 But truſt me, were I left to my own 

l I mould forbid him yet. 

Ch. 4s. And why forbid him? my 
Is he not, Madam, ſtill the ſame Oreftes ? 

Oreſtes, whoſe Return you oft have wiſh'd? 
The Man, whoſe Sufferings you ſo oft lamented, 
And often prais d his Conſtancy and Love? 

Her, That Love, that Conſtaney, ſo ill requited, 
Upbraids me to my ſelf : I bluſn, to think 
How I have us'd him; and would ſhun his Preſence: 
What will be my Confuſion, ehen he ſes me 
Negle&ed, and forſaken, like himſelf ?: 

Will he not ſay, Is this the ſcoruful Maid; 

The proud Hermione, that tyranniz d 

In Spartas Court ? And triumph'd in her Charms? 
Her Inſolence at laſt is well repaid. 

I cannot beat the Thought. 

" Cle, You wrong your ſelf 
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Wich unbecoming Fears. He knows too well 

Your Beauty and 0 Worth. Your Lover comes not 
To offer, Inſults; but repeat his Vows, 
And breath his ardent Paſſion at your Feet. 
But, Madam, what's your Royal Father's wills 
What Orders do your Letters bring from Sparta ? , 

Her. His Orders are, if Fyrrhus ſtill delay 
The Nuptials, and refuſe to Sacrifice 
This Trojan Boy; I ſhould with ſpeed embark, 
And with their Embaſſy return to Greece, 

| Cle. What would you more? Ones comes in time. 
To ſave your Honour. Pyrrbus cools. ap . 
Prevent bis Faiſhoad; and forſake him firſt. | 
I know you hate Hm: Lou have told me . 


Her. Hate him? My injut d Hedour bids * 


The ungrateful Man! to whom d fotudly give | 
My Virgin Heare; the Man 1 loved fo dearly | 
The Man, I doated on] Oh, my ee 
How is it poſſible I ſhould not hate him? 
Cle. n 1 
And with Org — 5 
Her. No! Tft have d 5 
To work up all: my Rage — wb ! 
A Parting, full of Harrour My Revenge 
Will be but too much quicken d — D 
Cle. Do you then wit new Iaſults? New Affronts? 
To draw you from your Father! Then to leave you! 
- Jn his on Court g leave you. — for a Capcive! 
If Pyrrhus can provoke un, he has done it. 
Her. ä ä 1 


T0 
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To ſearch out my own Thoughts, and ſound my Heart. 

Be blind to what thou ſeeſt: Believe me cured - 

Flatter my Weakneſs; tell me I have conquer d: 

And do thy beſt to make me think fo too. 
pany neg ů bro ON. 
Her, Let us fly! © 4 * Bi ; 

Let us be gone! I leave him to his Captive :- 20 
Let him go knee] and ſupplieate his Slate. 
Let us be gone But, what if 1 0 — 

„ What, if the per jur d Prince again ſubmit, A 

2. Ang ſue for Pardon? What, if he rener 2 v4 

His former Vows ?—— But, oh the faichleſs Mank 

He lights me! drives to Extreamet=— However,” 

VIl ſtay, Cleone, to perplex their Loves: - 

VI] ſtay, til, by an open Breach of Oontract, 

1 make him hateful to the Greeks, Already * 

Their Vengeance have I drawn upon the Sen: 2A 

"Their ſecond Embaſſy ſhall claim the Mother : 

rt; I will redouble all my Griefs upon her! 

Cle. Ah, Madam, whither does your Rage tranſport you? 
Andromache, alas, is Innocent! . ATT 
A Woman plung'd in Sorrow; dead to Love:: 

And, when ſhe thinks of Fyrrbus, tis with Horror, 

Her. Would I had done fo too! He had uot, then 
Betray'd my caſie Faith. But I, oe 
Diſcover'd all the Fondneſs of a 2 | 
I. made no Secret of my Paſſion to him: n | 
Nor thought it dangerous to be fincere.. oo «| 3 
My Eyes, my Tongue, my ABions Hoke oy lan. wy 
| B4 
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Cue. Well might you ſpeak, without Reſerve, to one 
Engag'd to you by ſolemn Oaths and Treaties. 

Her. His Ardour too was an Excuſe to mine: 
With other Eyes he ſaw me then''——Clone, 
Thou may'ſt. remember, every thing conſpired' 

To fayour him: My Father's Wrongs avenged; 

The Greeks triumphant ; Fleets of Trojan Spoils; + ' 

His mighty Sire's, his own Immortal Fame; 

His eager Love; All, all conſpired againſt me! 

—— But 1 have done: —— Fl think no more of Pyrrbu 
Oreſtes wants not Merit: And he loves me. 

My Gratitude, my Honour, both plead for him: 
And if I've Power o'er my own Heart, dis his, 

Cle. Madam, he comes | 
Fr. Alas! I did not think — + 
Hewes fo near —1 wi | might not fe bm! 


© 


SCENE II. 


e we ee 


Hey. How am 1 to interpret, Sir, this Vice? 

Is it a Compliment of Form, or Love? _ 

ws Oreſt. Madam, you know my Weakneds, Ibs my. Fate 
[ | Te Love, unpity'd: To defire to ſee you; 


And till to ſwear each time ſhall be the aft. 
My Paſſion breaks through my repeated Oaths; 
| And every time I viſit you, I am perjur d. 
Eyen now, I find wy Wounds all bleed afreſh: | 


The DisT REST Mernun? 21 


* ! bluſh to own it; but I know no Cure. 
I call the Gods to Witneſs, I have try'd - 
Whatever Man could do, (but try'd in vain) 
To wear you from my Mind. Through ſtormy Seas, 
And ſavage Climes, in a whole Year of Abſence, | 
I courted Dangers, and I long'd for Death. | 
Her. Why will you, Prince, indulge this mouraful Tale? 
It ill becomes the Ambaſſadour of Greece | 
To talk of Dying, and of Love. Remember 
ous: The Kings you repreſent : Shall their Revenge 
| Be diſappoiated by. your ill-timed Paſſion ? 
Diſcharge your Embaſly: Tis not Oreſtes 
The Greeks deſire ſhould dye. yy 
Oreſt. My Embaſly - Fu 
Is at an End: For Pyrrhus has refuſed 
To give up Het:r's Son. Some hidden Power 
Protects the Boy. | 
Her. Faithleſs, ungrateful Man! [ 
Oreſt. I now prepare for Greece, But, ere I go, g 
Would hear my final Doom pronounc'd by you. | 
What do I fay? —— I do already hear it! / 
My Doom. is fixt : I read it in your Eyes. 018 
Her. Will you then (till deſpair ? Be ſtill ſuſpicious ?/ "7 
What have T done? Wherein have I been cruel? _. 
Tis true, you find me in the Court of Pyrrius +... 1 
But, was my Royal Father ſent me hither. 
And who can tell, but I have ſhared your Griefs * 
hve I ner wept in ſecret?” Never wid 
To ſee Oreſity ? -—— 


Oreſt. Wiſh'd to ſee Oreftes !—— | 
1 B 5 Il 
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Oh Joy, Oh Eeftaſte! My Sous intranced?”” ® © 
Oh charming Princeſs! Oh tranſcendent Maid! 
My utmoſt Win Thus, thus let me expreſs 
My boundleſs Thanks!. I never was My 
Am I Orefes? 
Her. You are Orefter: ?: 
The ſame unalter'd, generous, falthfal Lover; | 
The Prince, whom I Efteem ; whom I hment; 
And whom I fain would teach my Heart to love! 
Oreſt. Ay, there it is!——1 have but your Eſteem ; 
While Pyrrbus has your Heart 
Her. Believe me, Prince, 
Where you as Pyrrhus, I hos Te your?” 
Oreſt. No! 
I ſhould be bleſt! 1 ſhould be lov'd as he is! om— — 
Vet all this white I dye by your Diſdain; 
While he neglects your Charms, and courts another. 
Her. And who has told you, Prince, that Iam neglected ? 
Has Fyrrlus faid —= (Oh, I ſhall grow diſtracted!) 
Has Hyrrius told you ſo? Or is t you, 
Who think thus meanly of me ? — Sir, perhaps, 
Oreſt. Madam, es! 
Inſult me ſtill: I am us d to bear your Scorn. 
Her. Why am I told how Pyrrhas loves or hates? 
. —— Go, Prince; and arm the Greeks againſt tho Rebe 
1 Let them lay waſte his Country ; raze his Towns; 
4 Deftroy his Fleets; his Palaces; — Himſelf! —. 
Go, Prince; and tell me then how much I loye him. 
Ora. To haſten his Deſtruction, come your ſelf; 
And 


* 
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And work your Royal Father to his Ruin. 
Her. Mean while he weds Audromache!? 89 
| Oreſt. Ah, Princeſs! | his. ry 

1 What is't I hear? 

Her. What Infamy for Greece, 
If he ſhou'd wed a Phrygian, and a Captive! 

Oreſt. Is this your Hatred, Madam? Tis i in vain 
You hide your Paſſion; every Thing betrays it: | 
Your Looks, your Speech, your Anger, nay your silence 

n; Your Love appears in All; your ſecret Flame } 
| Breaks out the more, the more you would concewl it: 
Her, Your Jealouſie perverts my Meaning ſtill, 

And wreſts each Circumſtance to your Diſquiet: 

My very Hate is conſtrued into Fondues. A — 
Oreſ. Impute my Fears, if proundleſs, 0 y luer 3 
Her. Then hear me, Prince. Obedience to a Fatherr- | 

Firſt brought me hither ; and the fame Obedience: 

ed WM Detains me here, till Pyrrhus drive me hence; 

Or my offended Father ſhall recall me. 

To match his Daughter with a Foe of Grace: 

Bid him reſign Aſyanax, or me. „ 

It he perſiſt to guard the hoſtile Boy, 

Hermione embarks with you for Spa. 


2 
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SCENE III. 
 Oreſtes, alone. 


Then is Oreſtes belt My Griefs are fled! | 
Fled like a Dream!—— Methinks I tread in Air! 
Pyrrhus, enamour'd of his Captive Queen, 

Will thank me, if I take her Riyal hence: 

He looks not on the Princeſs with my Eyes! 
Surprizing Happineſs . unlook d- for Joy! 
Never let Love deſpair be prize is mine! 
Be ſmooth, ye Seas; and, ye propitious Winds 
Breathe from Epiru to / the Spartan Coaſts 

I long to view the Sails unfur!'d — But, ſee! 


Fyrrbus approaches in a happy Hour. 


SCENE Iv. 


Oreſtes; Pyrrhus and Phornix. 
was in Pain to find you, Prince. My warm, 


Gia Temper would not let me weigh 

The Importance of your, Embaſſy ; and hear 

You argue for my God. I was to blame. 

I fince have poiſed your Reaſons: And I thank 

My good Alles: Their Care deſerves my Thanks. 
You 


ou 


My You have conriaaey.ms, (het On HE Pee. 


And you, your ſelf, ial ber he van hence. i: yeh | 


The Disrxker — | * 7 


My Father's Honour, and my own Repoſe 
Demand, that lader : Race ſhould be deſtroy'd. r 


I ſhall deliver up Aſanan; 


ore. If you approve. it, Sir, and are content 
To ſpill the Blood of a defenceleſs Child 
The offended Greeks, no doubt, will be appeas d. 1 
Hr. Cloſer to ſtrain the Knot of our Alliance, 
J have determin'd to eſpouſe Hermione. 


- 


You come in ds to e eur Muethel Bins, $611. a 
In you the Kings of Greece will all be preſent; -, _ - | 
And you have Right to perſonate her Father. 
As his Ambaſſadour and Brother's Son 


Go, Prince, renew your Viſit; tell Hermine... 


To- Morrow I receive her from your Hands. 
Oreſt. samen Fortune! Ob undone Ore? 


s N e 


off : — h -_ 
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| Pyrrhus and Phernixe: an * e 


by. Wells Phænix! Am Nenn ? 1 a 
What thinkeſt thou now? Am I my ſelf again? , 
Phan. Tis as it ſhould be; this diſcovers Pyrhusz 


Shews all the Hero: Now you are your ſelf! 
The Son! the Riyal of the great Achilles! 
Greece will applaud you; and the World confeſs, 


Pyrrhus 


26 The Drsraßsr Mother :? 
Pyrrhus has conquer'd Dey a ſecond Time? 

Hr. Nay, Phoenix, now I but begin to triumph: 
T never was a Conqueror 'till now! | 
Believe me, a whole Hoſt, a War of Foes" 

May ſeoner be ſubdued, than Love. O, Phanix ! 
What Ruin have 1 ſhunn'd? The Greeks, cnraged, 
Hung o'er. me, like a gathering Sterm; and ſoon 
Had burſt in Thunder on my Head; while I 
Abandon'd Duty, Empire, Honour, all, ** 
eee eee 

Had quite undone me! | 

Phæn. O, my Royal Maſter! 

The Gods, in Favour to you, made her eruel. | 
Pyr. Thou ſaweſt with how much Scoru . 
When I permitted her to ſee her Son, | 
I hoped it might have work d her to my Wiſhes. 

I went to ſee the mournful Interview, 5 
And found her bathed in Tears, and loſt in Paſſion, 
Wild with Diſtreſs, a Thouſand Times-ſhe call'd 

On Hefor's Name: And when I'ſpoke in Comfort, 
And promisd my Protection to her Son; 8 

She kiſs'd the Boy; aud call'd again on Hedor : 

Then ſtrain'd him in her Arms; and cry'd, Tis he! 
'Tis he himſelf! his Eyes, his every Feature! 

His very, Frown, and. his ſtern Look already! 

Tis be! ' Tis my loved Lord, whom I embrace 
Does ſhe then think, that I preſerve the Boy, 
To ſooth and keep alive her Flame for Hector? 

Phan, No doubt, ſhe does; andthinks you fayour'din it. 
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But let her go, for an ungrateful Woman 
Fyr. Tiriiow the er ener 
Vain of her Charms, and inſolent in Beauty, 
She mocks my Rage; ere | 
Expects, *twill ſoon be hambled into Love. «7 18 
But we ſhalt change our Parts: And the tal find, | 
I can be deaf, like her; and ſteel my Heart! 
She is Hettor's Widow ; 1 Arhiller” Son. "6 ene @ 
is born to hate ahbe... 
Phan. My Royal Maſter, talk of her no more: 
do not like this Anger. Your Hermione” 
Should now engrois your Thoughts. Tis timotoſhcher: 
Tis time, you ideas ape: MM 
—— > wy rt 
ay ren DB. 1 4 
Will be enraged, when 1 lil wed the Princes? 1 ft 
Phæn. Why does Andromache ſtill kaant your Thoughts? 
What is't to you; be -ſherenragedor! pieas'd? ö tots, 
Let her Name periſh: Think of her no more!! 
yr: — hive Viera too: geatioarith ir : 
I have check'd my Wrath, r 
mam 
Let us return Fl brave her to her Face: . 
I'll give my Anger its free Courſe againſt her. [00 = 
Thou mat de, Phanix, how LI break her Pride! — 
Phon. Oh, go not, Sir There's Ruin in her Eyes 
You do not know your Strength: Tou fall befene ber, 
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en hoy eee and tevive ber Scorn 
Thou doeſt not know. me; Phoenix ! | 
You ſtill are firugling io the Toils of Lore. 


Hermione ;:——Twill ſtab her to the Heart! my 15.14 


A The! Drevk rer M or kA, 


Pr: That were indeed « nol nga Wea! 


Phon. Ah, my Prince! 


Pyr. Ci thou then think, 1 loye this Woman till? 

One who repays my Paſſion with Diſdain! | 

A Stranger, Captive, friendleſs. and forlorn; 

His Life a Forfeit to the Greeks: Yet I ** 

Preſerve her gon; would take her to my Throne; 

r 

And all this while ſhe trears meas her Foe! 
Phæœn. You have it in your Power to-be;revenged. | 
Pyr. Yes;—and Ill ſhew my Power ligve her Cauſe 

To hate me! her Afyanax ſhall die. 

What Tears will then be ſhed! How will ſhe then 

In bitterneſs of Heart reproach my Name! 

Then, to compleat her Woes, will Leſpouſe * 


Phœn. Alas; you threaten, like a Lover; Rill? / -- + 
Dy. Phoenix, n | 
*Fis the laſt Effort of expiring Love. 
Phan. Then haſten Sir, to fv the area Princes: 
And turn the Bent of your Deſires on her, 
Hr. Oh, tis a heavy Task to conquer Love! 
A n die Sculifoods beracdutiom'd Fondue. 
But, come: A ee. 
Tris with a ſeeret Pleaſure | look back, 6153525 


The Drsrxzsr Mornzä. N 

And ſee the many Dangers I have paſu d. NS Rn 

; The Merchant thus, in dreadful Tempeſts toll, 6 
Thrown by the Waves on ſome unlook'd-for Coaſt; | 
Oft turns, and ſees, with a delighted Eye, _. Fry 
Midſt Rocks and Shelves the broken Billows fly: f | 
And, while the outragious Winds the Deep deform, 
Smiles on the Tumult, and enjoys the Storm. 
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Life i is ; not worth wy Care. MySeul-growedefperate. 


r SCENE L 


Pylades and Oreſtes. 


PYLADES. 


PSS t; OR Heav'ns ſake, Sir, compoſe your —— 
8 | " Oreſ, No, Pylade: ! 

This is no time for Counſel I am deaf. 

Talk not of Reaſon | Ihave been too patient. 


I']] bear her off; or periſh ia the Attempt. 
I' force her from rr: By Heavin, Ewill! 
Pyl.Well; tis Ace her hence, 
But till conſider we are: in ; 
The Court, the Guards, Sine har ff, 
The very Air we breath, belongs to Pyrrius. 
Obtd Gets whit ectiphtbio hs ſeek: ber here?” 
Oreſt. Loſt to myſelf, I kiew not what 1 did! 
My Purpoſes were wild. Perhaps I came 


To menace Pyrbus, and upbraid this Woman. 


Pyl. This Violence of Temper may prove fatal. 
Oreſ#. I muſt be more than Man to bear theſe Shocks, 
Theſe Outrages of Fate, with Temper! 


And 


2 = 
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And will to-Morroay:take her nn Hand 

Hl. Vour Paſſionbliads — * 
Could you but look into the Soul of F .  | 1 
Perhaps you'd find it tortur d. like your own. 

Oreſt. No, Pylades Tis all Defign.—— His D 
To triumph over me, has chang d his Love. 
The fair, the bright Hermione, before Lune, 5 * 


In all her Room of Beauty, was ncglect et. 


Ah cruel Gods l thought her all mo ,! ©, 
She was conſenting to return to h; vi 70 
Her Heart, divided betwixt Rage and Lore, " 
Was on the Wing to ak ioLemas-of Parked... 
She heard my Sighs;. , 33, 
She — — — 
From this proud 1 O mt FT 
Pyl. So 3 >d 27M 


Oreſt. Did I not ſee * . i bo enge FUR 
Her Hate, her Rage, her lndignaion = "A 
Againſt the ungratefal Man? I% 0202 6d wk; < &) 

Pyl. Believe me, Prince, — N 1 00 


"Twas then ſhe loved him weckt d Pyrabarile: har; 
She would have formed ſome new Pretext to ſtag. 
Take my Advice: Think not to force her hene 
But fly your felf from her deſtructive Charms. weld 
Her Soul is linked to Pyrrbus: r * 
She would reproach you ſtill, eee £06 


Her diſappointed Nuptials.c— ti Hel 
Oreſt, Talk no more! 237 1 Ie $40 Mow SusTv A 457 


1 cannot bear the Thought! Sbe muſt be minekxk 
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SW) 
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32 The DisTREST Morurx. 
| I'd ſtand the Bolt, Are ll i Fry, 
Fre I religned Hermione——By Force 
TV a ee hence ad barber to my Spe! 
Have we forgot her Mother Helen's Rape? 

OT e eee 
nnn TW", 

Oreſt. O, Fylades? Kiran 
My Grief weighs heavy on mer Till dad me! 
O leave me to my ſelf . “Let not thy Friendſhip 
Involve thee in my Woes. Too long already, 
Too long baſt thou been puniſh'd. for my Crimes. 
It is enough, my Friend . is ensugh! 
Let not thy generous Love betray. thee farther. 


The Gods have ſet me as their Mark, to empty TREE 


Their Owen en ae e e Ll. 

Mine be the Bf. ene "OC. . 9% 
All I requeſt of thee is, to return, 15 N 
And in my Place convey Ahr 6 wb 7 
(As Pyrbns hs conſented) no Gre. br Fin, 


HA. be why ed le 601 «if row Tf 


Let us. bear off Hermine! No Toil, i e 
TT 


Draw up the Greeks: Summon your Maron Trek, 2 


The Ships are ready; and the Wind fits-fairt | 


| * There Ladwand lies the Sea; the rolling Were 


Break on thoſe Palace-ſtaizs. '1 know each Pa 2 
Each Avenue and Out- let of the Court. 


This very Night we'll carry ber en Bande. am 


5 Ora. 


FSB. 


* 
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Oreft. Thou art too good iI treſpaſs on thy Etap: 
But, oh excuſe a Wretch, whom ng Man' pities, | 
Except thy ſelf; one juſt abput'ts laſe | | 
The Treaſure, of his Soul: Whotn all Mankind 
Conſpire to hate, and one who hates himſelf, * 
When will my Friendſhip be of uſe to thee? 

Pyl. The Queſtion is unkind.-----But now remember 


To keep your Counſels cloſe, Nane 


Let not Hermione ſuſpect No more 

1 ſee her coming, Sir * v 1 
Oreſt. Away, my Friend; 

I ary adviſed: Wen 


ads 

"MG —$CENE ea, 
Orede, Hermione, — 

Oref. Madam, your Orders are obey's: I have een 


rr 

Her I am cola 

And farther, I am inform d, that you, Orefts, 

Are to diſpoſe me for the intended Marriage. 
Oreſs. And are you, Madam, willing to comply? 
Her. Could I imagine Pyrebas loved me fall? 0 _ 

After ai de who would have thought 

His hidden Flames would ſhew themſelves at laſt, 

And kindle in hig Breaſt, when. mine expired? 
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That it is Intereſt, and not Love, directs him; WA 
And, that my Eyes had greater Power o'er you. «y 


Oreſt. No, Princeſs, no! e 


Your Tree I ATR and cannot fail 

Her. What can 1 do, e Path prom 
Can I refuſe, what is not mine to give? | 

A Princeſs is not at her Choice to love; 
. a blind Obedience: 
And yet, you ſee, how far I had complyed, 
And made my Duty yield to your Intreaties. 

| Oreft. Ah, eruel Maid! you knew—but 1 Have done. 
All haves Right to pleaſe themſelyes in Love: 


Tblanie you not: "Tis true | hepd Bat you = 
Are Miſtreſs of your Heart: And I am content. 
"Tis Fortune is mine Enemy; not you. 


But, Madam, I ſhall {pare your farcher Pain 


On this prod Logs; an BUY BY JOE: l 


No ere eee 


SCENE my”! « ; b 62 1 


5 f on ws I 00 * 
Herms one aul Clone. a #$:0ghb 99 2 
NU EA, bs 
er. er coll w tho Wu ben be bin 
cl. Matatn, this ent Grief fire heavy an hub. 50 
He is to be pityed: His too enger Lg ,ꝙY ee 
Has made him bukie to His m DeRruE Ten. 
3 8 6f Mi 
. Her. Doeſt thou think Pyrrhus capable of Fear? 


1 


Whom 


The Dis ra zSsTYT MortTmer.” 35 
Whom ſhould the intrepid Pyrrlus fear? The Greeks? 
Did he not lead their harraſſed Troops to Conqueſt, 
When they deſpaired; when they retired from Troy, 
And ſought for Shelter in their burning Fleets? 
Did he not then ſupply his Father's Place? 

No! my Cleone; he is above Conſtraint: _ 4 
He Acts unforced; and where he weds, he love: 
Cle. Oh, that Oreffe; had remain'd in Greece? EO 5 f 
fear to- Morrow will prove Fatal to him. e 
Her. Wilt thou diſcourſe of nothing, but Orte? 
| is mine again Is mine for ever! 
Oh my Cleone! I am wild with Joy 
Pyrrbus, the Bold! the Brave! the Godlike Pyrribus ! 
b, I could tell thee numberleſs, Exploits, | 
And tire thee with his Battels—Oh, Cle 
Cle. Madam, conceal your Joy, —1 ſee Andromache : 
She weeps, and comes to ſpeak her Sorrows to you. | 
Her, I would infulge the Gladneſs of my —_ 
Let us retire: Her Grief is out of Safes. | 


3 
. 


* 


nv Andromache, Hermidns, < Cleone, al 'Cephith, Ig 
4 And. Ah, Madam! whither, whither do you fly? 


"RX Where can your Eyes behold a Sight more pleaſing, 
_T Than Hector s Widow ſuppliant, and in Tears? 
a I come not an alarmed, a jealous Foe, 


6. To cy you the Heart your Charms have won: 


The 


35 The Dierkzer Mornen. | 
The only Man 1 ſought to pleaſe, is gone; 

Kill'd in my Sight, by an inhuman Hand. 

Hedber firſt taught me Love; which ay foul Hare 
Shall ever cheriſh, till we meer in Death, 
But, Oh, I have a Son And you, one Day, 
Will be no Stranger to a Mother's Fondneſs: 
nnn 
A Molfer's Sorrow for an only Son, 

Her Joy, ber Bliſs, her laſt furviving Comfort! # 
When every Hour ſhe trembles for his Life! 
Your Power o'er Pyrhus may relieve my Fears, ; 
Alas! what Danger is there in a Child, 

| Saved from the Wrack of a whole ruined Empire? | 
Let me go hide him, in ſome Deſart Ile: _ 
You may rely upon my tender Care, 

To keep Hm far from Perils of Ambition: =. 
All. he can learn of me, will be to weep! The 
Her. Madam, tis eaſie to conceive your Grief: 

But, it would ill become me, to follicit 

In Oontradiction to my Father's Will: ' 
I be, who urges to deſtroy your Son. 
Madam, if Pyrribue muſt be wrought to Pity, 

No Woman does it better, than your ſelf: 

I you gain him, I ſhall comply of Courſe. 


* * . 
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SCENE v. | 
Andromache, au Cephiſs. 
And. Didſt thou not mind, wit wt Did 
Youth and Proſperity have made her vain: 
She has not ſeen the fickle Turns of Life. 
Cepb. Madam, were I as you, I'd take her Counſel; 
I'd ſpeak my own Diſtreſs: One Look from you 
= where he comes—Lay bold on this Oceaſion. 


"SCENE VI. 


+> * 


Pyrrhus, Andromache, Phoenix and:Cephila,”-. 
Hr. mn 


Phæn. I thought fo, Sir. 
And. Thou ſeeſt, year mighty Power my 8 


on him! | [To Cephiſa. 
Pyr. What ſays ſhe, Phœnix : 1 
And. 1 have no Hope left! | 6 


Phan. Let us be gone: ea, you, | 

Ceph. for Horne Mauna Sens, 

pb. But not give. i r aA oY” 
C Aud. 
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- nd. No! no!— my Tears are vain! His Doom is fixt! | 
Hy. Ser if fhe-deigns co caſt une Look upon us! 
Fraud Woman! | 
Aud. ee eee 
Let us retire. 
Hr. Come let us fiticfie 
The Greeks ; and give them up this Phrygian Boy. 
nd. Ah, Sir, recallthoſe Words !—What have you faid! 
If you give up my Son, Oh give up me 
You, who ſo-many Times have ſworn me Friendſhip; 
Oh Heay'ns —will you net look with Pity on me? 
Is there no Hope? Is there no Room for: Pardon? 
Pyr, Phoenix will anſwer: you:—My-Word is-paſt. 
And. You, who would brave ſo many Dangers for me. 
Pyr. I as your Lover then: I now mf 
o Fevour you, I might have ſpared his Life: © 
But you would ne'er youchiate to.ack it of me. ; 
Now tis too late. 2 
And: Ab, Sir, you underſtood 
My Tears, my Wishes, which I. dard not mer, ** 
A kraid of a Repulſe. Oh, Sir, excuſe | 
The Pride of Royal Blood, tine checks an . 
Aud knows not how to be importunate. 
Tou know, alas! I was not born to kneel, 
To ſuc for Pity, and to own a Maſter. 
Pyr. No! in your Heart you coi me!-you did 
My generous Flame, und {ſcorn to be obliged! 
This very Son, this Darling of your Soul, 
. — 
"Your Anger, your Averſion fall nu m, Tyr. 
"OY . | You 1. 


* 


— —— — — 


t! 


The Dis TR RSH MorkER. 

You hate me more than the whole League of Greece : 

But, I ſhall leave you to your great Reſentments. 

Let us go, Phenix, and appeaſe the Greeks, 
And. Then let me dye! And let me go to Hector: - MM 
Ceph. But, Madam p | 1 
Aud. What can I do more? The Tyrant 

dees my Diſtraction, and inſults my Tears! [To Cephiſa. 

—-Bebold how low you have reduced a Queen! 

Theſe Eyes have ſeen my Country laid in Aſhes ; 

My Kindred fall in War; my Father ſlain; 

My Husband dragged in his own Blood; my Son 

Condemned to Bondage; and my ſelf a Slave. 3 7 0 

Yet, in the midit of theſe unheard-of Woes, 

'Twas ſome Relief to find my ſelf your Captives 

And that my Son, derived from ancient Kings, 

Since he muſt ſerye, had Fyrrhus for his Maſter. 

When Priam kneeled, the great Achilles wept: 

I hoped I ſhould not find his Son leſs noble: 

I thought the Brave were ſtill the moſt compaſſionate. 

Oh, do not, Sir, Aide mo from my Clos 5 


5 


SCE NE. VII. 
Pryrrhus ard Andromache. 
Hr. Riſe, Madam. Yet you may preſerye your Son. 
I find, whenever I provoke your Tears, 


C 2 6 
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I furniſh you with Arms againſt my ſelf. 

T thought my Hatred fixt, before | ſaw you. 

Oh, turn your Eyes upon me, while I ſpeak! 

And ſee, if you diſcover in my Looks 

An angry Judge, or an obdurate Foe. 

Why will you force me to deſert your Cauſe? 
In your Son's Name I beg we may be Friends: 
Let me intreat you to ſecure his Life! | 

Muſt I turn Suppliant for him ? Think, Oh think, 

('Tis the laſt time) you both may yet be happy 

1 know the Ties I break; the Foes I rm: 

I wrong Hermione; I ſend her hence; 

And with her Diadem I bind your Brows. 
Conſider well; for, tis of Moment to you! 
Chuſe to be wretched, Madam, or a Queen. 
My Soul, conſum'd with a whole Year's Deſpair, 
Can bear no longer theſe perplexing Doubts. - 
Enough of Sighs, and Tears, and Threats I have try'd, 
I know, if I am deprived of you, I die: 

But oh, I die, if I wait longer for you! 

] leave you to your Thoughts, When I return, 

Well to the Temple: There you'll fand your Son; 
And there be crown'd, or give him up for ever. 


N ” pa 4 
. SI, COLORS | 


SCENE VIII. 
* Andromache and Cephiſa. 
Ceph. I told you, Madam, that, in ſpight of Greece, 


You would o'er-rule the Malice of your Fortune. 
283 Aud. 


The DisTReST Morurx. 41 


Andr. Alas! Cephiſa, what have I obtain'd! 
Oaly a poor, ſhort Reſpite for my Son. 
Ceph, You have enough approved your Faith to Hector: 
To be reluctant ſtill would be a Crime. 
He would himſelf perſuade you to comply. 
Andr. Howl. wouldſt thou give me Pyrrhus for a Husband? 
Ceph. Think you will pleaſe the Ghoſt of your dead Huſ- 
That you ſhould ſacrifice his Son? Conſider, (band, 
Fyrrhus once more invites you to a Throne; . 
Turns all his Power agaiaſt the Foes of Troy; 
Remembers not Achilles wras his Father; 
Retracts his Conqueſts, and forgets his Hatred. 
Andr. But how can I forget it! How can I 
Forget my Hector, treated with Diſhonour; 
Deprived of Funeral Rites; and vilely dragged, 
A bloody Coarſe, about the Walls of Troy? 
Can I forget the good old King his Father, 
| Shin in my Preſence; at the Altar lain! 
17a Which vainly, for Protection, he embraced. 
Haſt chou forgot that dreadful Night, Cephiſa, 
When a whole People fell! Methinks I ſee | 
Pyrrhus, enraged and breathing Vengeance, enter 
Amidſt the Glare of burning Palaces: 
I ſee him hew his Paſſage through my Brothers; 
And, bathed in Blood, lay all my Kindred waſte. 
Think, in this Scene of Horrour, what I ſuffer'd! 
This is the Courtſhip I received from Pyrrbus; ; 
And this the Husband thou would'ſt give me! No, 
We both will periſh firſt! I'll neer conſent, 
= Cb. Since you reſolve Afyanax ſhall die, | 
: C3 Haſta 


42 The DIS TREST Mo RER. 
Haſte to the Temple; bid your Son farewel. 
Why do you tremble, Madam? 
Andr. Oh Cephiſa ! 

Thou ＋* awakened all the Mother in me. 
How can I bid Farewel to the dear Child, 
The Pledge, the Image of my much-loved Lord! 
Alas, I call te mind the fatal Day, 
When his too forward Courage led him forth 
To ſeek Achilles. 
|  Ceph, Oh, the unhappy Hour! 

»T'was then Ney fell, and all her Gods forſook ker. 

| Andr, That Morn, Cephiſa ! that ill-fated Morn! 
My Husband bid thee bring Aſtyanax ; 
He took him in his Arms; and, as I wept, 
My Wife, my dear Aydromathe, Gaid he, 
(Heaving with ſlifled Sighs to ſee me weed) 
What Fortune may attend my Arms, the Gods 


Alone can tell. To thee I give the Boy; | 


Preſerve him as the Token of our Loves: 
If I ſhould fall, let him not. miſs his | Sire 
While thou ſurviyeſt; but by th: y tender Care 
Let the Son ſee, that thou dil love is Father: 
96. Jad will you throw ary Lf proc 
At once extirpate all wes 
Andr. Iphuman King! Wine An: to Mer? 
If I negle&t T0 Yown, + He to b me? | 
Has he reproach d y phter'd Kindred? 
Can he reſent whole Is vo gra rock een 
But oh! rg 8 dies. ; | 
No, no, thou mult not while L Gan ay eee 


h! 
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Oh4 let me find oat anna 
Do thou go find him. 

Ceph. What muſt I ſay to him? 

Andr. Tell him I love my Son ta ſuch Exceſs——_ 
But doſt thou think he means the Child ſhall dye? 
Can Love rejected turn to ſo much Rage? 

Ceph. Madam, he'll ſoon be here—Refolye on ſomething, 

Andy. Well then, aſſure him 

Ceph, Madam, of your Love? 

Andr. Alas, thou know'ſt, that is not in my-Power, | 
Oh my dead Lord! Oh Priem's Royal Houſe! : | 
Oh my Aſfyanax! at what a Price 
Thy Mother buys eie 

Ceph. But whither ? : - 
And what docs pee bee bun 

Andr. Come my Cophiſa, let us go together, 
To the ſad Monument, which I have rais'd 
To Heitor's Shade; where in their facred Urn * 
The Aſhes of my Hero lye enclaſed, 5 1 3 
The dear Remains, which I have ſaved from Bey 8 


— 


- 


A 
. 
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There let me weep, there ſummon to my Aid, 


With pious Rites, my Hebes awful Shade; . | 

Let him be Witneſs to my Doubts, my Fears, - 
My agonizing Heart, my flowing Tears 
Oh! may he riſe in Pity from his Tomb, 
And fix his wretched Son's 5 uncertain Doom. N 


C4 ACT | 


ACT W. SCENE I. 
Andromache, Cephiſa. - 
CEPHIS A. 


% We Theſe pious Thoughts: Or is it Heffor's ſelf, 
R2 That prompts you to preſerve your Son! 
| 1 J: Tis he, 

Who ftill preſides o'er ruia d Troy; dis he, 


Who urges Prins to reſtore Aﬀfyanax. 


Andr. Tyrrbus has faid be will: And thou haſt hend him 


Juſt now renew the oft-repeated Promiſe. 

Ceph. Already, in the Tranſports of his Heart, 
He gives you up his Kingdom, his Allies, 
And thinks himſelf o'orpaid for all in ou. 


_, © dr. [thick I may rely upon his Promiſe: 


And yet my Heart is overcharged with Grief. 

Ceph. Why ſhould you grieve? You ſee he bids Defiance 
To all the Greeks; And, to protect your Son - 
„ iat their Rage, bas placed his Guards about him; 
Leaving himſelf defenceleſs for his fake: 
But Madam, think the Coronation Pomps - 
Will ſoon demand your Preſence in the Temple: 
Tis Time you hy aſide theſe Mourning Weeds. 
Aud. 1 will be there; — $e 8 


Ceph. 


| Hermione; I would not meet her Rage. 
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Ceph. Madam, you need not now be anxious for him: 


He will be always with y As all your own, 
To laviſh the whole Mother's 


Fondneſs on him.. 

What a delight to train beneath your Eye 

A Son, who grows no longer up in Bondage; 

A Son, in whom a Race of Kings revives? 

But Madam, you are ſad, and wrapt in Thought, 

As if you reliſh'd nor your Happineſs. 

Andy. Oh I muſt ſee my Son once more, Cephiſa 7” 
C:ph. Madam, he now will be no more a Captive; 
Your Viſits may be frequent as you pleaſe. 
To morrow you may paſs the live-long Day 
Andr. To morrow! Oh Cephiſa !——Bur, no more! 

Cephiſa, I have always found thee faithful: 

A Load of Care weighs down my drooping Heart: 
Ceph. Oh! that twere poſſible for me to caſe you. 
Andr. 1 ſoon ſhall exerciſe thy long-try'd Faith. 

Mean while 1 do conjure thee, my Cephiſa, 

Thou take no Notice of my preſent Trouble: 

And, when | ſhalt diſcloſe my ſecret Purpoſe, 

That thou be punctual to perform my Will. ; 
Ceph.. Madam, I have no Will but yours. Ay Lis 


Is nothing, ballanged wich my Love to you. 


Andr. I thank thee, good Cephiſa: my Aftyanax * 
Will recompence thy Friendſhip to his Mother. 


But, come: my Heart's at Eaſe: Aſſiſt me now 
To change this ſable Habit ——Y onder comes 


Cs SCENE 
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S EPR 0 EDTA Sr a 
(ie? os 1 1 * A 
SCENE I. "hy 
| Hermione, Cleone. 


| | Cle. This unexpected Silence, this Reſerve, _ 

- This outward Calm, this ſettled Frame' of Mind, 
1 After ſuchWrongs and Inſults, much ſurprize me?! 
"4 You, who, before could not command your Rage, 
When Pyrrbus look d but kindly on his Captive; 


Howe can you bear unmoved, that he ſhould wed her, Tu 

And ſeat her on a Throne which you ſhould fill? The 

I fear this dreadful Stillneſs in your Soul! Ere 

. T were better, Madam —— It 3 

Herm. Have you calld Ore/tes ? — 

Cle. Madam, I have. His Love is too impatient, Ha 

Not to obey with Speed the welcome Summons. | g 

His love- ſick Heart o erlooks his unkind Uſage: 5 

| n flill the ſame Madam, he's here, 1 
Lui 4 3214s WO 364, 

| en, CE OE, EX SG ART FF, Oh 

| 'S CE N E II. ks 

" Oreſtes, Hermione, Cleone. . 

Oreſt. Ah Madam, is it true? does then Oreſtes Ye 

| At length attend you by Fo” own Commands? Bu 

od What can I do- 1 

= Herm. Oreſies, do y ny WP , Le 

1 Oreſ, What means that Queſtion, Princeſs? doIloye you? B 

My Oaths, wy Perjuries, my Hopes, my Fears, = 


My 
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My Farewel, my Return, all ſpeak my Love. b 
Herm. Avenge my Wrongs, and I ibælieye hem all. 
Oreſt. It ſnall be done my Soul has — f 
We'll ſpirit up the Greets Il lead them on: 
Your Cauſe fhall animate our Fleets and Armies. 
Let us return: let us not:loſe.a:Moment, 
But urge the Fate of this devoted Land: 
Let us depart. 

Herm. No Prince, let us ſtay here! U 
I will have Vengeance here I willaot carr x 
This load of Infamy to Greece ; nor truſt | 
The Chance of War to vindicate my Wrongs. 
Ere I depart Vil make Epirus mourn. 
If you avenge me, let it be this Inſtant; 
My Rage brooks no- Delay — haſte roche Tomgle, 
Haſte Prince, and facrifice him. 

Oreſt. Whom? 

2 Why Fyrrbus. 


Oreſt. Pyrrbus : dia yen fay Erst 
Hemm. Lou demurr ? 


Oh fly, be gone b ve me not Time to think? 
Talk F 
Let me not hear him juſtify? {16 

Oreſt. You cannotthink I'll juſtify my Rind. 
Madam, your Love has made him criminal. 
You ſhall have Vengeance; III have Vengeance: 

But let our Hatred be proſeſt and open; 

Let us alarm all Greere, 'denounce a War; 2 
Let us attack him in-bis Strngek, amt Int Klan ah 
By Conqueſt ould F turn a baſe AH, 


* 
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Twould ſully all the Kings I repreſent. 

Herm. Have not I been difhonour'd? At 
Expo d to publick Scorn? — Aud will you ſuffer | 
The Tyrant, who dares uſe me thus, to live? 


Know Prince, 1 hate him more than once I loved him. | 


The Gods alone can tell how once I loved him; 


Yes, the falſe perjur'd Man, I once did love hmm 


And ſpight of all his Crimes and broken Vows, 
If he ſhould live, I may reapſc—— who knows 


© But I to-Morrow- may forgive his Wrongs? 


Oreſt. Firſt let me tear him piece mes he tall dye. 
But Madam, give me leifure to contrive | 
The Place, the Time, the Manner of his Death: 
Yet I'm a Stranger in the Court of Fyrrus; 
Scarce have I ſet my Foot within Epi, 
When you enjoin me to deſtroy the Prince. 
It ſhall be done this very Night. & 

Herm. But now, | ri oa 
This very Hour he weds' A»dromarht; edi ee 
The Temple ſhines with Pomp; the Golden Throne - 
Is now prepared; the joyful Rites begin; 

My Shame is publick oh be Speedy, Prince! 

My Wrath's Impatient = Pyyibus lives too bes | 
Intent on Eove and heedleſs of his Perſon, * 
He covers with his Guards the Trojan Boy. 
No is the Time; aſſemble all 8 | 

_ Mine ſhall aſſiſt them; let their Fury looſe : 

© Already they regard: em an a Foe. | 


r Love ſhall recompence the glorious Deed... | 
blot 7” 4 Ore?, 


| Be gone, Oroflem——kill the faithleſs Tyrant! gt 


* 


S 23 
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| Oreſi, Conſider, Madam Coed | 


Her. You but mock. my Rage! * 
* 11„%„ ee on. $5? 


Think you to merit by your idle Sighs; 


Go, with your boaſted Conftancy! and leave 


Hermine to execute her own Revenge! 


I bluſh to think ho my too eaſie Faith -_ - 
Has twice been. baffled in one ſhameful Hour! 


. £ . 


0% Hear me but ſpeak ou know Il dye to 49 


ſerve ou!!! 

Her. Tl go my lf: Pl fab him at the Altar: 
Then drive the Daigoard, Wenig with his Blood. | 
Through my own; Heart. In Death we ſhall unite ; 
Better to dye with him, than live with you! 12 

Oreſs. That were to wake him beſt ad oe more 

wretched: -, ., 
Made; Jo dyes by nor:——Hoeo you « Yah, © 


— — 
oy _ 


And fhall I let him live? My Rival too 1 
Ere yon Meridian Sun'declines, he dye s 


And you ſhall lay, that I deſerve your Love. 


$CENE = 5 8 Si 29/4 
* r 
Her. Denner neren 


4 


Herm. Go Prince; ſtrike home! and leave the reſt tome. 
1 ne eh 


* « 
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I was to blame to truſt it with unother : 

In my own Hands it haben more Nene. 
Oreſtes hates not Hynba, as Fate lit: 
I ſhould have thruſt the Dugger homey hive ea 


Oh, would Oreftes, hben de gives the Wow, 
Tell him he ies my Wien akzane ce; 
Charge him to y, Memmes Reſeutnents, 
Not thoſe of Greece, have ſentenc's him üs Denb. 
Haſte my Cone! My Neevenꝑe is loft,” ' 
If. Pyrrius Khows not that he Yi 
Cle.” I ſhall obey your" Orders But Pte 5 
The King approach . Who cotid expect him here! 
Herm. bee re 58 
Not to proceed a Step before I fee him. 


x > E N E v. 


+ Hermione, Pyrrhus. 


| ks A Bank 
Myol Withe — — * 
Not to defend, but to ayow- my Guilt. 


Pyrrbus will neer e his own In} ; 
Nor form Excuſes,” HK bis Hear condemns him 


J might perhaps alledge, our warlike Sires, 
Unknown to us, engaged us to each other; 
7 And join d our Hearts by Colitra&, not by L 


b 
i, | 
1 
1. 4 
A 
14 
5 
ey 
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But I deteſt ſuch Cobweb Arts: 'T'own 
My Father's Treaty, and allow its Force. 
„ Iker Ambaſldors to fil you Kirk; 4 
Receiv'd you ds my Queen : and hoped my 
$o oft renew'd, might ripen into Love. 
The Gods can witheſs, Madam, How oy 
Againſt Aiidromathe's too fatal Charms! 
And (till I wiſh I had the Power to lebe 
Trojan Bein; and be juſt to you. 
Diſcharge your Anger 6n this perjur d Man! 
For | abhor my Crime? and fi6uld be pleag'd 
our Wrongs aloud : No Terms, 
nor Keen Reproach 
of my Heart. 
Herm, I find, Sir, you can be fincere: You ſcbrn 
To act your Crimes with Fear, Ike other Men. 
A Hero ſhould be bold; above all Laws; 
Be bravely falſe ;' and laugh at folemn Ties. 
To be perfidivus ſhews'a dating | 
And you have nobly triumphed o'er a Maid! 
To court me, to rejebt me; to return; 
Then to wir me for « Pitter Slave : 
To ny proud'Thoy in Aﬀfhes; then to raiſe = 
The Son Ter M "and rendunce the Greeks : 
Are Actions _ the Seat Soul of 
ive your Reman tb, 


ma tend on me. 


This 


To hear 
No — 


will equal Half the 


Hr. Madatn, go 
And pour forth oF our 


Mind : 


. 


Hum. — ae your Queen, "ſhould I upbraid 


your Falſthdbd: 


Call you perfidiss, Tailor: al che Names mes 


29 . : 
_—— 
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That injured Virgins laviſh on your Sex; % Hep 
I ſhould o'erflow with Tears, and dye with Grief, 
And furniſh out a Tale to ſooth her Pride: 
But, Sir, I would not over-charge her Joys. 
If you would charm Andromache, recount 
Your bloody Battles, your Exploits, your Slaughters, 
Your great Atchieyements in ber Father's Palace. 
She needs muſt love the Man, who fought ſo bravely, 
And in her Sight flew Half her Royal Kindred. 
 _ Pyr. With Horrour I look back on my paſt Deeds! 
I puniſh'd Helen's Wrongs too far; I ſhed 
Too much of Blood: But, Madam, Helex's Daughter 
| Should not object thoſe Ills the Mother cauſed. 
However, I am pleaſed to find you hate me: 
I was too forward to accuſe my ſelf: | 
The Man who ne'cr was loved, can ne'er be falſe. 
Obedience to a Father brought you hither; 
And I ſtood bound by Promiſe to receive you: 
Zut our Deſires were different Ways inclined; 
And you, I own, were not obliged to. love me. 
Her. Have I not loved you then! perfidious Man! 
For you I lighted all the Grecjan Princes 
Forſook my Father's Houſe. conceal'd my Wrongs, 
When moſt provoked; would not return to Sparta: 
In hopes, that Time might fix your wavering Heart. 
1 loved you when inconſtant: and even now, 
labumane King, that you pronounce my Death, 
. My Heart ſtill doubts, if I ſhould love, or hate you. 
But, Oh, fince you reſolve to wed another, 
Defer your cruel Purpoſe till to Morrow} 


* 1 
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That I may not be here to grace her Triumph: 

This is the laſt Requeſt, Ie er ſhall make you —— 
See if the barbarous Prince vouchſafes an Anſwer} * _ 
Go, then, to the loved Phrygian; hence! be gone! 

And bear to her thoſe Vows, that once were mine: 

Go in Defiance to the avenging Gods! | 

Be gone! The Prieſt expects you at the Altar 
But Tyrant, EN I oome not tlicher. 


rhe, S, an yow mind hr m: your Lis in 


There is not with a Woinan's Rage. 7" 
The Gra, that Gori our the une all fas yous. 1 
Will treat you as their Country's Enemy, dige 


And join in ber Rebenge! Beſfdes, Oreftes © nn 
eee. Sir, 1 


Fyr. How! Phenix ſhould | fear a Woman's Threats? _ 


A nobler Paſſion takes up all my r 


If he hs bs Ae, Debs wes Bi 
Pri» os 2 1 * F 
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SCENE vn. 
Phernix, alone. 


Oh Polar? ON whnr ben un dm n 
Who fill d thy Soul with every kingly Virtue, 
Ferm d thee for Empire and conſummate Greatneſe, 
Should leave thee ſo expoſed to wild Defires, 
That hurry thee bey ond the Bowkds of Reaſon! 
Such was Achilles ; Generous, fierce, and brave; 
Open, and undeſigning: But ittiparient, 
Undiſtiplin'd, am not to be controul'd. 

I fear this Whirl of Paſſion, this Caredr, 
| That over-bears Refleion and cool Thought, 
I tremble fot the Event But ſee, 3 


Magnificent in ie gin ry i may A 


$CENE. Vil 75! 
Andromache, Cephila. 


Ceph. Ate ie Le CE Ade? 
Your Sorrows are diſperſed, your Charms revive, 
And every faded Beauty blooms anew. 
Let all is not as I could wiſh, Cephiſa. 


- 


Ceph. You ſec the King is watchful o'er your Son; 


a! 
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Decks him with pridicely Robes, with Guard farracnde 
Alhanar begins to reigh dlteady. (him: 

Andr. Pyrrbus is nobly minded: and T fait _ 

Would live to thank him for Afjlnax: 
'Tis a vain Thought However finice thy Child 
Has ſuch a Friend, I ought not to repine. 

Ceph. Theſe dark Unfoldings of your Sulf perplex me: 
What meant thoſe Floods of Fears,th6Þt Wit Enes, 
As if you bid your Son Adieu for ever?, 

or egy 's Sake, 2 #66 Eioiy your S 
you diſtruſt my Faith —— 


Audr. That were . Wee un 


Oh, my cf! This 
r e 
Are hut Trap to conceal mn 
Ky Hart en our 1 bill 6s e F 
Ceph, Will y ar rem wi ly ye Fg — fo ü.; 
Blow up his afrefti, and buſt 
pay ale: Cephiſa, thou had t EnoWh thy Mittrefs 
Could'ſt tho believe 1 would be falle te Ep © 
Fall off from ſuch a Huzband! Break his Reft, © 
And call him to this hated Light gen. 
To ſee Andromache in Pyrrbus? Arms! 
Would Hector, were he living and I dend, 
Forget Andromache, and Wed Her Foc? 
S Tegel e bee ee 
But, oh, 1 fear there's ſomething drendful in it? 
Muſt then Ayau Ve dooted to dye; : 
And you to linger bit à Life in ? * 
„ I ber: 3 
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My Word is paſt to Pyrrhas, his to me; 
And 1 rely upon his promis'd Faith, 
Unequal as he is, 1 know him well: 
Pyrrbus is violent; but be is ſincere, 
And will perform beyond what he has ſworn. 
The Greeks will but incenſe him more; their Rage 
Will make him cheriſh -Hefor's Son. 

Cepb, Ah, Madam! 
Explain theſe Riddles to my boading Heart ! 

Aue. Thou may ſt remember, for thou oft haſt heard me 
| Relate the dreadful Vifion, which 1 flaw, 
When firſt J landed Captive in Epirns. 
That very Night, as in a Dream I lay, 
A ghaſtly Figure, full of gaping Wounds, 
His Eyes a-glare, his Hair all ſtiff with Blood, | 
Full in my Sight thrice hook his Head and groaned. 
I ſoon diſcern'd my ſlaughter'd He#or's Shade; 
But, oh, how changed! Ye Gods, how much unlike 
The living Hector! Loud he bid me fly! 
Fly from Achilles Son! then ſternly frown'd, 
And diſappear; Struck with the dreadful Sound, 
I ſtarted and awake. ; 

Ceph. But did he bid you 


Deſtroy A 
Andr. Cephiſa, FUL preſerve him; 
With my own Life, Cephiſa, I'll preſerve him. 
Ceph . What may theſe Words, ſo full of Horrour, mean 
Andr. Know then the ſecret Purpoſe of my Soul: 
Andromache will not be falſe to Pyrrbus ; 
Nor violate her ſacred Love to Hector. 


vs ; | 
” * 
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This Hour I'll meet the King; the holy Prieſtt 
Shall join us, and confirm our mutual Vows. - - a8 
This will ſecure a Father to my Child. 
That done, I have no farther Uſe for Life: 


This pointed Dagger, this determin'd Hand. 
Shall ave my Virtue, and conclide my Woes, ” © + 


Ceph. Ah, Madam! Recollect your ſcatter'd Reaſon ! 
This fell Deſpair ill ſuits your preſent Fortune. 
Ardr mann 

This is the ſole Expedient, to be juſt 

To Hector, to Aftyanax, to Pyr. 

1 ſoon ſhall viſit Hector, and the Shades 

Of my great Anceſtors——Cephiſe, thou 

Wik lend a Hand to cloſe thy Miſtreſs Eyes. | 
Ceph. Oh, never think, that I will ſtay behind you! 
; Andy. No, my Cephiſa; I muſt have thee live. 

Remember thou did'ſt promiſe to obey, | 

And to be ſecret: Wilt thou now betray me? 


After thy long, thy faithful Service, wilt thou 


Refuſe my laſt Commands, my dying Wiſh? 
Once more, | do conjure thee, live for me! | 
 Ceph. Life is not worth my Care, when you are gone, 
Andy. I muſt commit into thy faithful Hands, 
All that is dear and precious to my Soul: 
Live, add ſupply my Abſence to my Child. 
All that remains of Troy; a future Progeny 
Of Heroes; and a diftant Line of Kings, 
In him, is all intruſted to thy Care. 

Ceph. But, aur, war will the Rage of Hons 
Defrauded of his promir's Happineſs? 


—  —_ —  — ———__—@_—_— 
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Andy. That will require thy utmoſt Skill: Obſerve 

The firſt impetuous Onſets of his Grief: 

Uſe every Artifice to keep him ſtedfaſt. 

Sometimes with Tears thou may'ſt diſcourſe of me: 

Speak of our Marriage: Let him think I loved him: 

Tell him my Soul repos d it ſelf on him, | 

When I refign'd my Son to his Protection. 
Ceph. Oh, far ajSpirit to ſupport my Grief! 

Is there ought more, (before you go for ever? 
Andr. Ob, my Cephiſs! my ſwollen Heart is full! 


I have a thouſand Farewels to my Son ; ; 
But Tears break in---—-Grief interrupts 

My Soul ee den, in Fomdnels———-Ler him know 
I dy'd to ſave him And would dye again. 
_ Seaſon his Mind with carly Hints of Glory: 
Make him. acquainted with his Anceſtors; = 
Trace out their ſhining-Story in his Thoughts: 
Dwell on the Exploits of his immortal Father; 
And ſometimes let him hear his Mother's Name. 
Let him reflect upon his Royal Birth n 
With modeſt Pride: n 
But let him know, he has a Conqueror 

; He ma bs e to HAS kk Rint, 

And facrifice his Vengeance to his Safety: 
Should he prove head-ftrong, raſh, or unadviſed, 
He then will fruſtrate all his Mother's Virtue ; 
Provoke his Fate; and I ſhall dye in yaio. | 
_ S Als, I fear, I never ſhall gut-live you! 
. No more:: Thy Tears, Gephiſa, will betray me: 
Aſſume a cheurful Look: —— 


Hark 


Y 


ww 


Hark, how the Trumpet, with its ſprightly Notes, 
| Proclaims the appointed Hour, and calls us hence: 
Hector, I come, once more 2a Queen, to,jgin thee! 
Thus the gay victim, with freſh Garlands crown d, 
Pleaſed with the ſacred Fife's enlivening Sound, 
Through gazing Crouds, in ſolemn State, proceeds; 
And, dreſt in fatal Pomp, magnificently bleeds, 
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XBL 6; Hermione, alone. 1 
HA have I done? where am I? where 
ire 
re Gods! what mean theſe Horrours?— 
a = Tam undone! 

N My soul is onthe Rack I cannot bear it 

Why do 1 wander Ins ſome guilty: Ghoſt? 

What brought me to this Place? what keeps me here? 

The Court of Denbas has 90 room for me 

Do I ſtill doubt if 1 fou love or hate him? 

Hard- hearted Man! How -unconcern'd be left me 

Did be once figh ) beſtow. one pitying Look ? 

Once ſhed a Tear? or ſpeik one ſoft kind Word? 

Did be ſo much as feign one Moment's Sorrgw, 

To calm my Grieſs, and his Falſhood? 
 — Why am I ſtill thus anxious for his Life? 

Why do I ſtart at his impending Fate? 

Shall he then live; ſball the baſe Traytor live 

To laugh at my Diſtreſs? No, let him periſh! 

Be quick, Oreſe Execute my Orders! 

Alas! my Orders? Oh prepoſterous Guilt! 

_ Can I deeree the Death of him I love 
Wia it for this my Soul delighted in him? 


_ 
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Was it for this I left my Father's Court? 
Have I then croſs'd ſo many Realms and Seas, 

To murder Tyrus — 
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_ Hermione, Clone. 
Herm. h, Cleone help me! TY 
What ha I done? Is Fyrbus yet dire? 5 
What fay!! thou? Anſwer me! where is the King? 
Cle#Madam, I faw the cruel Prince ſet forward, 
Triumphant in his Looks, and full of Joy, _; .. 
Still, as he walk d, his raviſh'd Eyes were fit 
. 


She paſs'd along with a dejected Air. 
And ſeem'd to mourn her Hector to the laſt. 


Herm. Inſulting Tyrant I Quall burſt with Rage! 


But ſay, Cleone,, didſt thou mark him wel? 
Was his Brow ſmooth? Say, did there not appear . - 


Hung 
Some Shade of Grief? Some little Cloud of Sorrew? - + 


Did he not ſtop? Did he not once look back ? 


Didft thou approach him? Was he not confdunded ? 


Did he not — Oh, be quick! And tell me all! 
Cle. Madam, the Tumult of his Joy admits 


No Thought, but Love. Unguarded he march on 


wied « promiſcuous Tara of Friends Sad Pat 

His Cares all turn upon-Afyarax, © IT Carty T an 

Whom he has lodg'd within the Cittadel, 

Defended by the Strength of all his Guards, 
| D 


Herm. 


; 


— ———ẽ 
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Her Enough! --he dyes!---theTraytor - Where's Orgftes? 
Cle. He is in the Temple, with his whole Reticyae, 

Herm. Is he ftill reſolute? Is he determin'd? | 
Cle. Madam, I fear 
Herm. Howf-——ic o tale? 233 

Cle. A Thouſand Doubs > 
Perplex his Soul, and RE "with Remorſe 
His Virtue and his Love prevail by Turns. 5 Hoc 

On 


He told me Pyrrbus ſhould not fall ignobly; 
Pyrrbus the warlike Son of great Achilles. 
He dreads the Cenfure of the Grecian States; oy o 
Of all Mankind: And fears to'Rain his Honour, — | — 
Herm. Poor, timorvus Wreth! 4isfalle! fic baſtly fears a 
To cope with Dangers; and encounter Death: | 
Tis That He Nirs? Arn T bright Helen's Daughter? 
To vindicate her Wrongs all Greece conſpired; | 
For Her confederate Nations fought, and Kings were ſlain; 
Troy was &'er-thrown, and a whole Empire fell 
My Eyes want Force t6 rife a Lover's Arm Ar 
a Tyrant. that has dared to wrong me! 
Cle. Madam, like Holen, truſt your Cauſe to Greere. 
Herm. No; Vilavenge my ſelf; 1 en, 
Il over - turn the Altar; ſtab the Prieſt: 
II hurl Peftrudtion, Ike a Whirlwind, Want 
They muſt not ed] they muſt not live! they ſnall not! 
Let me be gove ! I hae no Time to loſel 
Stand off! with- hold me not l I am all DiftraQtion | 
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SCENE 


With en Fierceneſs; till oppreſt by Sg 


The Drorausr een. * 


Hermione, Cleone, Oreſtes. 


Orefi. Madam, tis done: Your Onkrs ae oped 
The Tyrant lyes expiring at the Altar. | | 
Herm. Is Pyrrhus ſlain | a 
Oreſt. Even now he gaſps in Death. 
Our Greeks, all undiſtinguiſh'd in the Croud. 
alen | 
On every fide the Altar: I was there 
Pyrrhus obſerved me, with 2 haughty Eye; 
And, proud to tripmph over Greece in me, 
From his own. Brows he took the Diadem, 2 | 
And bound it an the Temples of bis Captive: *4q 
Receive, ſaid he, my Crown; receive my Faith; 99 
Mine and my People's Sovereign reign ſor ever. . / 
From this bleſt Hour, a Father to your'Son, 
I'll ſcourge his Foes: Hence forward be he ſtiled © 
The Deja King. I fear it at the Altar; 
And call the Gods te ratify my Vows. 
His Subjects with loud Acclamations fhook | 
The ſpatious Dome! Our Greets, enraged, cry d out 
Revenge! rr 
And ruſh'd tumultuous on the unguarded King. 3 
Their eager Fury left no Work for me. 
Pyrbuu a while oppoſed their claſhing Swords, | 
And dealt his fatal Blows on cyery- fide, 
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streaming with Blood, all over gaſhed with Wounds, _ 
He reel'd, he groaned, and at the Altar fell. 
_ Haſte, Madam: let us fly! Haſte to our Ships! 
They lye unmoor'd: Our Friends attend us there. 
Herm. What have they done 
O ref. Madam, forgive their Rage. 
I own your Vengeance had been more compleat, 
Had Pyrrbus fallen by me; and had he known, 
| Hermione chaſtiſed him by my Arm. [Tale 
Herm. Peace, Monſter, e e ee 
To Savages, and howl it out in Deſarts. 


Would'ſt thou impute to me thy barbarous Guile?! 2 


The Struggles of my Soul; you heard me rave. 


Me would'ſt thou make the Accomplice of thy Crimes? 
Hence, to thy Greets! And boaſt thy foul Exploits! 
My Soul abhors them! I diſclaim the Deed! - 

Be gone! I know thee not! Thou fell Barbarian! ' 
What had he done? e nei; Sree 

To ay e e | | 
Who ſet thee on? 

Oreſt. O, grant me Patience, Heaven! M$; 
With your on Lips did you not curſe the Tyrant, 
Pronounce his Death. and urge me to deſtroy him? - 

Herm. What if, tranſported by my boundleſs Paſſion, 
I could not bear to ſee him wed another? 

Were you to obey a jealous Woman's Phrenzy ? 

Jau ſhould have dived into my inmoſt Thoughts: 

My Heart, though full of Rage; "wes free from: dakice; 
And all my Anger was Exceſs of Lore. 

Why did you take me at my Word? You ſaw 


. * 1 You 
| AY 


3 * 
* 


1, 


0; 


You 
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You ſhould have queſtiond me a Thouſand Times; - 1 


Yet ftill have doubted, and. fill queſtion'd n. 
Before you yentured on 4 Life fo precious. wil 
Oreſt. Hear me but fpeak : Heav n knows againſt my 
Herm. Why did zen ee Why eee | 
A ſecond Time? And, undetermin'd ſtill, ' | 
Again return, and ſtill find new Delays?- 7 
What had your raſh, officious Greeks, dire Blood-Hounds, 
To do with my Revenge? What drew you hither, 
To bring on me the yengeful Woes, that haunt you? 

Are theſe the Fruits of your deteſted Love? 
Your fatal Embaſſy, your hateful Preſence ett 
Drove Pyrrhus to my Riral: and deſtroys 

Both him and me. He might have lor d me ſtill, 
Had you ne er interpoſed. Avant! We AP 


And leave me in Rpirus, I renounce | © 
My Friends, my Country, Greece, and all Mankind: 
But chiefly I renounce Thee! Monſter, Ther! 
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Am I awake! Where am T1! Soft, my Soul; | 19 1 41 


Be not too raſnj. as that Hermans r? © 
Why ſhould her Anger thunder againſt me? 


Was not this lead. fed all by ber comm. 


I am indeed; à moſt outragious Monſfer! 


A Ruffian, Marderer,  bafe Alfſüünn : 
And all to pleaſe a falſe, ungrateful Worn, oo 
, $3 A D 3 H. po 
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Hencefor ward let the Laws of Nations ceaſe; 
And let the Pale, that ſevers Right and Wrong. 
Things Sacred and Prophane, be broken down: 
Gods in their Temples, Kings upon their Thrones, 
Are not in Safety, while Oreftes lives. 178 
Oh, never more ſhall my tora Mind be healed, 
Nor taſte the gentle Comforts of Repoſe! 
A dreadful Band of gloomy Cares ſurround me, 
And lay ſtreng Siege to my diſtracted Soul. 


| SCENE V. 
: Oreſtes, Pylades, artended by Greeks. 
yl. Haſte, Prince; let us be gone: Tis Death 0 fy 
Andromache reigns Queen: She gives the Alarm, 
And vows upon the Foes of Pyrrbus. = 
; The People arm and muſter in the Streets: 
* Qur Greeks will not be able long to guard 
| - The Palace Gates, . 
| We mult be ſpeedy,/ Sir. 
0ſt. You may depart, 
My Friends :—— Hermione and —— 
. And kave me to my fef——TM find her ut. 
yl. Alas, unhappy Princeſs She is no more: 
. * Forget ber, Sir, and fave your ddl wich us. 
eee. Hermione no more O alliye Powers! 
Fyl. Full of Diſorder, Wildneſs in her Looks, 
Wich Hands expanded, and diſheyelled Hair, 
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Breathleſs and pale, with Shrieks ſhe ſought the Wt ? 
In the mid-way ſhe met the Corpſe of yt 
She ſtartled at the Sight: Then, ſtiff with Horrour, 
Gazed fri } Wakened from the dire Amaze;, _* 
She raiſed her Eyes to Heav'n with ſuch a Look, 

As ſpoke her Sorrows, and reproach'd the Gods: 172 
Then plunged a Poignard deep within ner RN 
And fell on Pyrrius, graſping him in Death, 
Orea. I thank you, Golb———i eover acetl ann 
To be ſo Wretched !—— You have been induſtrious | 
To finiſh your Decrees; to make Ove ene 
A dreadful Inſtance of your Power to puniſh. | 
I am ſingled out to bear the Wrath of Heav n. 
Pyl, You. hazard your Retreat by theſe Delays, _ 
The Guards will ſoon beſet us. Your N 
tay. Are vain, and may be fatal. 
Oreſt, True, my Friend: _. 
And therefore *twas I thank d the bounteous ag 1 
My Fate's accompliſh'd! — I ſhall dye Content. 4 
Oh bear me hence!——Blow, Wind — 17 i 
Pyl. Let us be gone. 2 3 mY 
Oreft. The murdered Lovers wait me—Hark! Tyan? 2 
Nay, if your Blood fil] reeks, PI mingle wide.” EE BRIE 


2 


One Tomb will hold us all. en jo . "Ou 
Hi. Alas! I fear , 12 a--it 2b 953. We 13% 
His Ravings will dee wich Ks .de beg 
* Oveſt. Iam dizzy Clouds — Quite = 


Guide me, ſome friendly Pilot, through the Storm.” 
I ſhiver!— Oh, I freeze !——So:——Light returns: 
'Tis the grey Dawn.—— See, Blades! Behold 1-—— a 
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| Now they let drive full at me! Ho they grin, 
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Im encortpaſt with o Sen of B : 
The cri mſon Billows!——Oh! My eee 
FPyl. How is ie, Sir Repoſe your ſelf on me. 
Oreſt. Pywhow, n 

How he gest; 


| Wha nvos Hand Ks caſed thy wenne 


thee. © . 
A Boks Ra chai" 1 
She catches Fyrrhas in her Arms. Oh, fave me! 
How terrible ſhe Iooks!——She knits her Brow! 
She frowns me Dead: She frights me into Madocſs? | 
Where am 1?——Who are you? 
Pyl. Alas, poor Prince! 


Help to ſupport rn 


Oreft. This is molt kind, my Pylades ——Oh, why, 


Why was I born to give thee endleſs Trouble? 


Pyl. All will go well: He ſettles into Reaſon, . 
Oreft. Who talks of Reaſon? Better to have none, 
Than not enough. Run, ſome one, tell my Greeks, 
I will not have them touch the King,—Now !—Now ! 


ws A Shoal of Furies Hout they forarm about, me! 


My Terrour!—Hide me Oh their ſnaky Locks! 
Hark! How they hiſs !—» See! Sec their flaming Brands! 


And take their Iron Whips! — My Ears! What yeling! b 

Theor ame domains they. introns Bolan. | 

Ohl am ſtung to Death! — Diſpatch me ſoon! 

There:—Take my Heart, Hermione !-—Tear it out! 

Disjoynt me! kill me!---Oh, my tortured Soul. 8 
\ P; 


> 4000 


Lou give it no Protection ---See; the Queen. 
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Pyl. Kind Heaven reſtore him to his wonted Calm! 
Oft have I ſcen him rave: But never thus: *_ 
Quite ſpent---Aſſiſt me, Friends, to bear him off. 


Our Time is ſhort: ſhould his ſtrong Rage return, 


Twould be beyond our Power to foree him hence, 
Away, my Friends I hear the Portal open. 


zer 

* Phoenix, attended by Guards. i, N 

All, all are fled !---Oreftes is not here 11 

Triumphant Villains! -The baſe, giddy Rab ble, 
Whoſe Hands ſhould all have been employed with Fire 

To waſte the Fleet, flocked round the dying Pringeſs: 
And, while they ſtand agaze, the Greeks embark.” - 


Oh, tis too plain This Saerilegious Murder 


Was authoriſed. The Ambaſſadour's Eſcappe 
Declares his Guilt ---Moſt bloody Embaſſy ) 
Moſt unexampled Deed! Where, where, ye Gods, 
Is Majeſty ſecure, if in your Temples : 


hs. 
. 
* 


SCENE Vl. 
: ”” Pheenix ix, Andromache | Cephiſa, with Attendants. wo 
Andr. Yes, ye inhumane Greeks / The Time will come, 
mann.. 
nA R 
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When thus you turn your impious Roge on Pyrrhus ; 

Pyrrhus, the braveſt Man in all your League; 

The Man, whoſe fin gle Valour made in 

Is my Child there — N * 
ce, N it che Corpfe' of b 1 

The weeping Souldiers bear him Saba 

Andr. II- fated Prince! Too. negligent of Life! 


| And too unwery of the faithlefs Greeks! - | - | - 
Out off in the freſh, ripening Prime of Manhood, 


Even in the Pride of Life; thy Triumphs new, 
And all thy Gloties in full Bloffotn round thee! = 


* 


The very Nera would becvull thy Fate. 


And. Oh, never! never While I live, my Tears 


Will never ceaſe for 1 was born to Grieve - 


. — ——— k, 
| Let him be robed in all bis Regal Slate; | 


La 


Place round him dark of Honour 


Aud let the Pile, chat ronſecrates his Aſhes, © 


” 
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C. That Sound proclaĩms the Arrival of the Prince: 

The Guards ea Un fram the Citadel 54988 
A. Vn ons 1 pe nth OT 
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Wrinen by Mr. Badge * the. Ih 
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An Ecſtaſie, that Mothers only feel, 

Plays round my Heart, and brightens up my . 

Like Gleams of Sun-ſhine in a louring Skie. 
Though plunged in Us, and excrcied in c. 

Yet never let the noble Mind deſpair. .. 

When preſt by Dangees, and beſet with Poe, 

The Gods their timely Succour interpole; - .. 

And, when our Virtue finks, — wah Ge, $5 
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Spoken by Mrs. O LH FIELD. «. 


] Fete you'll own, thar' with becoming Ave Coke. 42 
Tve play d my G fm, ; 
My Spowſe, poor Man! could" not live our" rhe Play, © 
But dy'd commediouſly on Wedding-Day : 11 
While I, his Reli, made at one bold Hing | | 
My ſelf a Princeſs, and young Sty a King. 
Du Ladies, who protraf# a Lover's Pain, 


And hear your Servants ſigh whole Years in vain ; 


Which of you all would not n Marriage venture, 


Might ſhe ſo ſoon upon ber Fointure enter t 
"Twas # ffrange Scape! had Pyrrhus I till now 


I bad been finely hamper'd in my Vow. 


| IJ * a 


* 
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Ipere an hard Fate——tre I had undergone it 
I might have took ane Nigro think «pon it. 


' Foy fi Hniband, laid long ſince at Reſt t by bit o 


- That, when evrag'd the Grecian 


uo in that Age abumd ring Morials roſe : 
| 1 world have brand a Dogen modern ll?! 


* "x E ILO GU E. 
thi 2, 20's own Hand; and fly the Charms | 
Of be and Life ins « young Monarch's Arms ! 


But why, you'll ſay, was all thi: Grief e 


" 4 20 


Why ſo much Coldueſi in my kind Protector 
Lade! bad you kwown the good May Hector! 
Homer will tell you (or I'm miſ-inforni'd) 22 
Sum he erm d, 
To break the ten-fold Barriers of il | 

He threw # Stone of fuch prodigious Wight, | | Tf; 
As no two Men tould lift ; not even of thoſe, 25 


fy 
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ft length home er I dai my Wed: afide, 


| 4nd funk the Widew in the well-dreſs d Bride. 


In you-it- flill remains is grace the Play, © 
And bleſs with Foy my Coronation Day: bes Wd y L 
Take then, ye Circles of the Brave and Fair, | ; 


